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DARK GIRLS CAN 


MAKE IT TOO 
By Sarah Vaughan 
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Style No. 911—Dots and stripes 
get-together to make a striking 
new sui’. Straight from Paris this 
combination of two wonderful 
prints that add up to beaucoup 
style and subtract beaucoup 
pounds. An absolute dream to 
wear anywhere in rayon mens- 
wear suiting. Navy, gray. tan, 


fuchsia. 


Style Ne. 902 — Bright Eyes. A 
dress as young as you feel and 
want to look from its daisy-fresh 
pique collar, pert bow on past the y 
button-bright midriff that makes 
yoy seem sizes smaller to its long/ 
lined, hip-hugging skirt. Rayon 
menswear suiting in navy, gray, 
beige or aqua. 


No. 906— 


Style 
“Captain of the Guard” and as 

sleek a suit as you could hope to 

find for Spring. Cheers for the 

soutache-braid that scrolls down 

the front and sleeves of the curve- 

cuddling jacket with its pert col- 

lar and pocket tabs. And huzzahs 

for the straight-lined skirt that 

knows its way around. Rayon 

menswear suiting, navy and, *& 

white, brown and beige. Pi _ . 
Style No. 920—Jewel-touched and Pi Skylark Originals \ 


PARTY BOUND. Sheer witchery e 5 Union lew York 3, nu. Y¥. . 
in its bodice and romantic stole a eae, 
and sheer magic the way it whips 


0 C.0.D. ORDER. I will pay eo 
your figure into such beautiful attain 
shape. Rayon crepe in black, 


I may return garment in 10 days if not satished. 
navy. 


i See 
a aaa 


Style No. 920 
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all use Tampax 
of course 


“Such a big difference!” 
What a contrast between 
Tampax and the outside kind 
©, of sanitary protection you 
are accustomed to! Tampax 
is many times smaller and is 
"| —_ worn internally and therefore 
>» needs no belts, pins or other 
supports to keep it in place. It’s perfect! 










“Se ingenious” The doctor 
who invented Tampax cer- 
tainly gave us an ingenious 
product. Pure surgical cot- 
ton gives reliable absorption 
and the Tampax comes in 
slender applicators for con- 
¢ venient insertion. You can’t 
even feel the Tampax when in place. (And 
disposal is so easy.) 


“Daintiness plus” There's 
no odor with Tampax be- 
cause it’s worn internally. 
And if you're a girl who ts 
careful about her silhouette 
(about bulges and edge-lines 
Yy ‘showing through” a close- 
fitting skirt or all you'd 
better investigate Tampax right away. 


* “Gives me confidence!” 
Wearing Tampax gives me 
greater confidence than I've 
ever had, socially and at my 
job. I don’t feel conspicuous 
on “those days.” I know 
that “nobody knows” 

Sold at drug and notion 
counters in 3 absorbencies — Regular, 
Super, Junior. Month’s supply goes into 
purse. Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, Mass. 
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FIVE STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 
ene een eee Stryder eee Ree cat me SC OR re ee ee 17 


Because she learned about sex from her old maid aunt, Helen almost ruined her 
marriage, but a miracle happened just in time to keep it off the rocks. 


Ee ee ee 20 


When Willa won that beauty contest, she was an ambitious teen-ager but her 
first experience with men turned her into a wiser, embittered woman. 


I a a dap Dal i iri a caoah te i ane cena le aiid 4 
As the first Negro telephone operator in her town, Elsie listened in on many 
calls, but when she found some for her husband, she suspected the worst. 


TE RRR Se ee ee Ey ae manne ener 30 
Ann tried so hard to keep forever young that she forgot her role as wife and 
mother. What made her that way was discovered when the doctor examined her. 


NMA IMR MINI cusp oxiabnassa esd wiar01d oreiel ete Ae a eae alicia elpaoe 32 


W hen love came to Betty, she was afraid she would have to reveal her racial 
identity and spoil everything. But Steve, she found, had a secret, too. 


SPECIAL FEATURES 
oe ee ee ey Ts SE... .... «cco ncdermewenseesacvecadconan 12 


When two marriages ended in failure, this woman decided to take no more 
chances until she was sure. That’s why she decided on common law marriage. 


NN Er Ser by Sarah Vaughan 26 


All her life, Sarah Vaughan longed to be beautiful, worried about her dark skin. 
Then she found that talent counts most and became No. 1 female vocalist. 


HOME SERVICE MAGAZINE 
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Cover Photo Of Sarah Vaughan By David Jackson 
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A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: I loved my 
husband deeply and had a great 
deal of trust in him after two years of 
marriage until this past summer when 
another woman came into our lives. 
Since she came along, my husband and | 
have been separated. The woman hap- 
pens to be of the opposite race (white) 
and is several years older than my hus- 
band. I have gone to see her a couple 
of times, begging her to let him go, but 
she places all the blame on him. She is 
not attractive, not that looks count, and 
when it comes to “white blood” I have 
my share. There is no difference in our 
complexion. 

My husband and I have a little boy 
who loves his father very much and is 
always asking for him. He is a darling 
child, and I don’t think we are being 
fair to him by separating like this. I 
know we are not the first couple to 
separate, but I would like to forgive and 
forget to save our marriage. | still love 
my husband, too. I would like your ad- 
vice on whether or not we should try to 
patch things up, or whether I should let 
him go to the woman he seems to want. 

Mrs. M.S. 
Dear Mrs. M.S. 

By all means, if there is any way you 
can “patch things up,” do so. Apparent- 
ly this woman does not take your hus- 
band too seriously, or she would not 
blame him for the whole thing, as you 
say. It may be that when he comes to 
realize this for himself, he will be per- 
fectly willing, in fact anxious, to return 
to home and (Continued on Page 48) 








& Elaina Brooks of N. Y. C. 













‘ Oily skin. “Noxzema is wonder- 

ful for oily skin like mine,” says 
“Helps 
it look fresh and attractive !~ 





Blemishes*. “Noxzema helped 
heal my blemishes*,”’ says Sara 
Lou Harris of Wilkesboro, N.C. “It 
leaves my skin feeling refreshed !* 
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How you, too, can 


Look lovelier 








in IO days =.. 


Doctor’s new beauty care helps 
your skin look fresher, lovelier 
—and helps keep it that way! 


If you aren’t entirely satisfied with your 
skin —here’s the biggest beauty news 
in years! A famous doctor has devel- 
oped a wonderful new home beauty 
routine. 

This sensible beauty care owes its 
amazing effectiveness to the unique 
qualities of Noxzema. This famous 
greaseless beauty cream is a medicated 
formula. It combines softening, sooth- 
ing, healing and cleansing ingredients. 


Thrilling results! 


Letters from women all 
over America praise 
Noxzema’s quick help 
for oily skin and exter- 
nally-caused blemishes. 

Wouldn’t you like to 
help your problem skin 
look lovelier? Then, to- 
night, try this: A: 


1. Cleanse thoroughly by ‘cream-washing’ 
with Noxzema and water. Apply Noxzema, 
then wring out a cloth in warm water and 
wash your face as if using soap. See how fresh 
your skin looks the very first time you 
‘cream-wash’—not dry, or drawn! 


2. Night cream. Smooth on Noxzema so 


that its softening, soothing ingredients can 
help your skin look smoother, lovelier. Al- 
ways pat a bit extra over any blemishes* to 
help heal them—fast! You will see a wonder- 
ful improvement as you go on faithfully using 
Noxzema. It’s greaseless. No smeary pillow! 


3. Make-up base. ‘Cream-wash’ again in 
the morning, then apply Noxzema as your 
long-lasting powder base. 


*externally caused 









Noxzema works or money back! 
In clinical tests, it helped 4 out of 5 
» women with discouraging skin prob- 
lems. Try Noxzema for 10 days. If not 
delighted, return the jar to Noxzema, 
Baltimore, Your money back! 


-\ 1. ‘Cream-wash’ OS rE 


: pans lovelier offer! I 
so: NOXZEMA 
Doreen cert cntr_ 


nn mendaemnaiall 








GLAMOROUS MODEL says: OUL 
| | too can have that 
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DY Beautify your complexion 
with Black and White Vanishing Cream. 
It’s greaseless (can’t cause blackheads) 

actually checks skin oiliness. 
Make-up looks fresher—skin feels 
softer. Try it—have that perfect 

Camera Close-Up Look—today! 


\ “My make-up has to stay looking 
perfect under the hot, glaring kleig 
lights. Black and White Vanishing 
Cream holds my make-up on longer, 
fresher—so I’m sure of that perfect 









Remove make-up with 
Black and White Cleansing 
Cream. Soften skin with 
Black and White Cold 
Cream. 35¢ each. 









For face powder that clings like 
mist—lipstick that stays 
P on and on—look for 
name Black and White. 


[eam A ~*~ EYE SHADOW * 













EYEBROW PENCIL 








Don’t be 
HALF-SAFE 








New Cream Deodorant Proved 
53% MORE EFFECTIVE in Keoping 
UNDERARMS DRYV and ODORLESS 


Doctors know this new Cream 
Deodorant, used daily, does MORE. 


Be sure your person and your clothes are safe 
from underarm perspiration stains and odor. 
To be effective, doctors know your deodorant 
must keep underarms dry and odorless, save 
your clothes from stains. Tests prove Arrid 
Cream Deodorant, used daily, protects 5 ways: 
1. Prevents the appearance of under- 
arm perspiration, keeps underarms dry. 

2. Removes odor from perspiration in- 
stantly, surely on contact. Keeps underarms 
sweet by antiseptic action. 

3. 53% mere security! Doctors prove 


Arrid, used daily, is 114 times as effective 
as any other leading deodorant! 

4. Safe for clothes. Does not rot dresses 
or men’s shirts. Safe for finest fabrics. 

5. A pure, white, stainless vanishing 
cream. Preferred by 117,000 
nurses. Arrid contains Cream- 
ogen, won't dry out in jar. 
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Letters To 


RELIGIOUS STORIES 


I am an ardent reader of TAN. Thus far, | 
have been satisfied with the stories dealing on 
the social and economic mixture in life. I haye 
a few suggestions; I would like to read stories 
dealing with the religious world—the strict 
doctrines—the do’s, don’ts, pro’s and con’s. 

As for myself, I am a young lady of 18, fair. 
ly attractive without lipstick, eye shadow, and 
have quite a few young men in my life. Ip 
fact, I find myself more popular than girls in. 
dulging in wordly night spots, tempting 
clothes, drinking, smoking. I give respect and 
in turn get respect, not only for what I am 
but for what I stand for in connection with 
my strict Pentecostal faith, plus not a hypo- 
crite in being a Christian. I practice what | 
preach. 

Involving love and romance, I find that we, 
too, have the thrills and joys of being wanted 
and loved. It runs in. the same pattern, but on 
a practical side of life, especially when you 
try to win the one boy you want most and he 
is also wanted by every female on the wanted 
list. It happens every day, but the real trouble 
doesn’t start until you get him. 

I think stories with religious meaning will 
give our readers more wholesome minds and 
a different view of life and the many girls like 
myself would enjoy it. 

Rosalie Johnson 
Jamaica, N. Y. 


ARMY LIFE 


I am a constant reader of your magazine for 
over a year now. It really gives me great en- 
joyment to read each issue. 

I like to state that the story of “Army Life 
Changed My Husband” was a fascinating one. 
I think this guy should be like he was about 
his wife. You see, I’m a World War II veteran 
also; in fact, I’m still in service. I am in 
France now. The women in these foreign 
countries are proud of their men and care for 
them just as they were kings. In America the 
women think the men should care for them 
like they were queens. That is where they 
are wrong. If it hadn’t been for the men, the 
women wouldn’t have what they have today. 
The same goes for this story. 

Airman Ist Class, L. B. Ford 


Paris, France 


TEEN TALK 


This is the first time I have written a fan 
letter to express my opinion of TAN. Your 
December issue gave a perfect description of 
myself in “Teen Talk,” and made me realize 
how wrong [ had been when depending on 
brute strength instead of using brains. I shall 
begin immediately and change my attitude 
toward my fellowman. 

TAN is the most wonderful book I have ever 
encountered, and I love reading your stories. 

Aaron B. Wallace, USN 
c/o FPO, N. Y. 


‘NO GOOD FOR LOVE’ 


! would like to congratulate you on the fine 
job that you and your staff have done on the 
story “No Good For Love.” It has shown me 
to be truthful even if it is a chance you have 
to take. 

Each month I buy TAN, but this month was 
special. I read “No Good For Love,” as my 
first story. The story has so much to do with 
me. 

I am 16 years old. I have never seen my 
real parents, although they are living. I am 
living with my aunt. My boy friend didn’t 
know this. I knew that sooner or later I would 
have to tell him, but I was afraid that he 
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The Editor 


would walk out and leave me. After I finished 
reading “No Good For Love,” I called my boy 
friend and told him I had something to tell 
him. He came but wouldn’t sit down until | 
told him what was on my mind. After I told 
him, he sat down; he didn’t run out the door 
and say goodbye. My boy friend is just wait- 
ing for me to be his wife. 

Your sins will surely find you out, so be- 
fore your boy friend slips an engagement ring 
on your finger, tell him the truth and nothing 
but the whole truth. Life will be much hap- 
pier and sweeter that way. 

Once again, thank you for “No Good For 


Love.” 
Ella Searles 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


MARRIAGE TROUBLES 


I would like for you to know how much | 
enjoy reading TAN. I have only been reading 
it since May, 1952, since I fell in love with a 
married man. I am also married, but | can’t 
find a story to match me to married couples in 
love with each other and nothing seems to be 
done about it. I can’t wait for the next 
month’s TAN, hoping there is something in it 
for me to go by. 

Mrs. M. B. 


Asbury Park, N. J. 
HIGH SCHOOL FANS 


I am thrilled over the wonderful and exciting 
TAN magazine. I have not missed one issue. 
I am a student of Ullman High School in 
Birmingham, Alabama. My aunt did not ap- 
prove of me reading confession stories because 
she said they were “nothing but trash.” I am 
15 years of age but when I began reading your 
book she thought it was wonderful. | have not 
read any better trash, as some people call it, 
than TAN. Keep the good work up and try 
to add more because | finish it in one day. 

Mattie Gideon 
Birminghan, Ala. 


I am a senior at Wenonah High School, Bir- 
mingham, Alabama. | haven’t missed an issue 
of your TAN since I started reading it in 
November, 1950. Every issue I bought [ still 
have them. I wish to congratulate you on such 
a terrific magazine. Before I heard about TAN 
I used to read funny books, but now | am a 
TAN girl. 

Don’t pay any attention to the criticisms you 
receive, because regardless of what you do, 
someone is not pleased. But I don’t know why 
or how anyone can kick on this wonderful 
magazine when | and so many others think it’s 
the most sensational thing that has ever hap- 
pened to please our reading purpose, but you 
can count on me because I am for TAN 100 


per cent. 
Rosa Mae Miles 
Birmingham, Aabama 


MIXED MARRIAGE 


I am a white girl married to a colored man. 
Yes, I dare to cross the race line, and my mar- 
riage is as full as I prayed it to be. But, in 
judging prejudiced people, please don’t blame 
it all on the whites, because I have found dur- 
ing two years of mixed marriage, that it is the 
colored women who resent me most. It has 
hurt me deeply as well as surprised me. 

Being as | am from Canada, I didn’t know 
what prejudice really meant until I came to 
the States. Americans should be deeply 
ashamed of themselves, both white and col- 
ored, because I know from experience that 
prejudice is on both sides. Why, if we want 
equality in this world, don’t we grow up and 
use common sense; and learn to accept what 

put on this earth? It might work. 
J 


St. Louis, Mo. 


| Nou-/ Easier, surer protection for 
_ your most intimate marriage problem 





NEW IMPROVED 
VAGINAL SUPPOSITORIES 


— NORFORMS 


{ v TESTED by Doctors 
| v TRUSTED by Women 











1. ANTISEPTIC (Protection from germs) 

Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected new formula 
actually combats germs right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new base 
melts at body temperature, forming a powerful, protective film that 
permits effective and long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 


2. DEODORANT (Protection from odor) 


Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic and 
found to be more effective than anything it 
had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 

deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover 
up) unpleasant or embarrassing odors, and 
yet they have no “medicine” or “disinfectant” 
odor themselves. 


3. CONVENIENT (So easy to use) 


Norforms are small vaginal suppositories 
that are so easy and convenient to use. 
Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or 
measuring. They’re greaseless and they 
keep in any climate. Your druggist has 
them in boxes of 12 and 24. 


ALSO AVAILABLE IN CANADA 


FREE informative Norforms booklet 
ust mail this coupon to: Dept. TN-33 
Norwich Pharmacal Company, 
Norwich, N. Y. 
Please send me the new Norforms booklet, in a plain 
envelope. 
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Ne. 522 
GOLDEN 8OP-TOP $695 eRe STAR 5 
Genvine optical zyl with “ 4 Ne. 581 BS 
goid plicated trim. Demi- STARLITE $4 
oa Brown of Black = Sparkling fake diamonds in a qnd 
rames. Pd genuine ry! frame. Shell, ¥~ 
iia dae $g95 Cia. Black, Blue or Pink Pearl 
Same os above in deluxe ” — n T] m 
GOLD FILLED trim. — BERS 





_ CAN BE counted upon to 
provide extremes, both physical and 
mental. One is as acutely aware of 











’ <=; . a Se changes in feelings and attitudes as of 
Ne. 520A Ne. 322 Mo. 516A : om : 
untae «60 youne execunves 395 spankie Deesy — | changes in weather conditions, during 
Colorful lightweight simu- t Hollywood ; i top rim. : 
lated, Blue or Pink Pearl Gevien Shell or Glock Sromes. Amber er brown frames. March. The first blush of spring should 


bring a fresh outlook, depending, of 
course, on where one lives and what one 
does. 

Romance is in the budding stage, 
ready to blossom forth. This holds 
equally true for those whose years paral- 


or Jade frames. 





Ne. 311 $495 $395 No. SITA $395 lel the buds on the trees and plants as 
LACE BE-BOP B8OP-TOP DATE BAIT . 
ca. Ge os Chee Gane New ttyle Brown Shel 14k Gold plated bow-knot for those whose love life blossomed and 
eptical frames with inlaid lack, Blue,or Pink Peari and rims. Black, Brown, Blue ? 
black lace. frames. P ‘ _ or Pink Pear! frames. flowered many seasons ago. One Ss plans 


and conduct should be brought in tune 
with the season. 

The warm, ardent heart throbs spon- 
sored by Venus, planet of love (which 
is in the head sign, Aries), because of 
being linked with the impulsive Mars, 





No. 317 No. 201 No. 444 will manifest themselves in extraordi- 
paisy mac © - 5399 mens pewuxe 495 —goien Hato $1200 r nase ee 
Mother-of-Pearl dete itn Genuine Optic al Zvi. Tor. apd b By _ nary demonstrations of affection. 
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— } og > aa less frame. Enclose $1.00 for For it is at this time of the year that 


the male of the species, ardor running 
high, will put forth extra efforts to make 
CE ND xg. an impression on his lady love. It is be- 
cause of this extreme rivalry that mem- 
bers of the fair sex hold the upper hand 












; ee and they will do well to play it cleverly. 
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SEND FOR FREE CATALOG A ERMAN Oa a Cc O. A change in the love and romance 
. pattern takes place as Venus enters Tau- 










HERMAN OPTICAL CO. 
199 KK Market St., Nework 2, N. J. 


Please send C.0.D. Style No... 


rus on the 15th and becomes more pro- 
nounced as Mars also changes to Taurus 
on the 20th. This will apply most direct- 
iii ly to those who have birthdays under 
Taurus, Cancer, Virgo, Scorpio, Capri- 

SEND NO MONEY — 10 DAY TRAIL — Poy [ieeeiieaaae s nevnnaneneser econ ij d Pj p = e os 
posiman plus postage or send money and we a os, ia Si en corn an 1sces. L ose orn — 
Taurus and (Continued on Page 77) 


BE SAFE! BUY FROM 
AN 
OPTICAL COMPANY 


10 DAY TRIAL! 
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With your finger-tips, 
massage amazing new 
Sulfur-8 vigorously 
through hair and into“ 
scalp, especially f 
around temples and 





Note how much 
more manageable 
your hair is... how 
lustrous and soft. 
Note, especially, how 
it no longer looks so 


other danger spots. 








frizzled, harsh. 


This method helps you relieve ugly, 
scaly dandruff too . . . relieves brit- 
tleness, splitting and breaking of 
hair ends so even “problem hair” 
can look longer, thicker, more 
beautiful . . . no matter how you 
may have mistreated it! 
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REMARKABLE PHARMACEUTICAL FORMULA 


SULFUR-8 


ACTS 2 SCIENTIFIC WAYS AT ONCE... 


How regular care with wonderful NEW, 
IMPROVED SULFUR-8 (rich in lanolin and 


0 


absorbable polysulphides) can make coarse € 


“‘dried-out’’ lack-lustre hair glow with 
new beauty . . . look glamorously softer, and 
longer . . . your crowning glory once more! 


OW .. . enjoy hair and scalp care 

with a truly professional formula! 
The kind of care for which you might 
pay dollars a week .. . for just pennies 
a day at home! 

Wonderful new, improved Sulfur-8 
acts two ways: First—by supplement- 
ing the valuable natural oils lost 
through action of sun and water... 
and from the drying effect of hot 
combs, marcel irons and hair straight- 
eners. Second—by “conditioning” your 
hair and scalp . . . with the penetrat- 
ing action of lanolin and antiseptic 
sulphur massage. 

You see, Sulfur-8 care not only sof- 


tens hair and makes it look smoother, 


longer, more glamorous. The mas- 











USERS ARE ENTHUSIASTIC! 


“I am so thrilled I can hardly find 
words to express my joy about 
Sulfur-8. | have never used such a 
wonderful hair preparation. I am 
tickeled to death with what it has 
done for my hair.” 


—Bloomingburg, Ohio 


“I have been using your product for 
over four years, while away from 
home. Now that I am back, folks are 
amazed at my hair. I have given lots 
of people your address.” 

—New Orleans, La. 
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sage its use demands helps stimulate 
circulation of the scalp. It also relieves 
the brittleness and dryness, splitting 
and breaking off of hair. Relieves 
itchy embarassment of scaly dandruff. 
Makes hair look thicker, glossier . . . 
easier to manage, groom and style! 

And when your hair and scalp have 
had Sulfur-8’s “conditioning,” you'll 
be amazed at your hair’s softer, more 
lustrously appealing look. 


HAIR THAT’S CARESSABLE? 


Sulfur-8 gives you the benefits of 
polysulphides (sulfur in absorbable 
form praised by scalp experts). Only 
Sulfur-8 Hair Conditioner gives you 
this pharmaceutical combination. 

So—let your hair reveal its true, full 
natural length—glisteningly lovely — 
with Sulfur-8 care! Don’t rely on 
greasy and ill-smelling pomades. Keep 
your hair “live’-looking — glowing 
with caressable appeal! 

Get Sulfur-8 . . . and use it under 
our ironclad money-back guarantee 
of satisfaction . . . starting today! 


USE GLOSS-8 PRESSING OIL for 
superior results in pressing hair...and 
SULFUR-8 SHAMPOO to make hair 
look softer and more beautiful! Never 
dries the hair! 
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Watch for These DANGER SIGNS! 
DRY SCALP - ITCHING - DANDRUFF SCALES - SPLIT ENDS 
HAIR COARSE - CRACKING AND BREAKING OF HAIR - HAIR LUSTRELESS 


shampoos and harsh treat- 
ments . . . it makes your 


Don’t neglect warnings! 
Proper care is the first step 
in relieving these scalp and 
hair problems. Sulfur-8 
not only supplements the 
oils washed and burned out 
of your hair by drying 


hair look “livelier” in every 
way. Try it. Let Sulfur-8 
care “transform” the looks 
win you 


of your hair... 
new compliments. 








ORDER BY MAIL—AT NO RISK 
if druggist doesn't carry...or is out of stock 


| No risk! Just fill in name and address below and mail this 
coupon TODAY. Pay postman $1.10 (plus postage and 
tax) when Sulfur-8 comes. Money back if not delighted! 
(Please print name 
and address). 





.SuLFur-8, Dept. T-533, 
1310 Beprorp AVE., BROOKLYN 16, N. Y. 


Rush my big 2 oz. jar of Sulfur-8 as offered above. 


NAME 





ADDRESS. 














: 9, 11, 13, 15,17 
12,14, 16, 18, 20 


a Sizes: 
38, 40, 42, 44 








BUTTONS 
give this 
smart 
suit a new 
Fashion angle. 
Note by-play 
of buttons 
in brief 
t jacket and 
plumb down 
one side 
of skirt 


Rayon 
Suiting in: 
Black, 
Navy, 

Brown. 


GUARANTEED REFUND PRIVILEGE 
Dept. 130-33 
599 Breedway, New York 12, N. Y. 


On prepaid orders add 30¢ for pastage and handiing. You 
save C.0.0. charges. If C.0.0. you pay price plus postage 
and C.0.D. charges. 
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By Helen Sides 


HE PERSON WHO listed man’s 

basic needs as “food, clothing, shel- 
ter and recreation” might have added yet 
another basic—time. For time is man’s 
magnificent obsession. It is the one 
thing which human beings never seem to 
have in sufficient quantity. Perversely, it 
seems to become all the more scarce as a 
person accumulates wealth and achieves 
success and recognition. 

Since the beginning of time, two of its 
characteristics have been evident: “It 
passes,” and “It cannot be retrieved.” 
So important to life and the shaping of 
destiny is time that men have contrived a 
multitude of sayings about it. To the 
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Fig. 2a 


businessman, “time is money.” To the 
religious man, it is “life and power.” To 
the judge, it is the “great legalizer, even 
in the field of morals.” To the heart- 
broken it is “the healer.” To the poet, it 
is “a sandpile we run our fingers in.” 
But essentially, time is what we make 
of it. To all who are troubled, unhappy 
and weighted with care, I say, “Read 


carefully and think deeply.” You must 


begin to build a successful future now, 


r not tomorrow or next week, but now! 


Don’t waste time, for time cannot be re- 
placed. To detect unsuspected weak- 
nesses in your make-up which may slow 


down your progress in life, take a look 
at your handwriting. 

In Figure 1, for example, a specimen 
of handwriting is shown which illus. 
trates some blocks to progress. It is the 
writing of a 35-year-old woman who 
finds her life to be uncertain and diff. 
cult. Her writing is more slanted than 
the average, and there are quick, sharp 
“t” crossings and strokes which lack 
uniformity of direction. The “i” dots 
indicate that this writer has a sensitive, 
emotional and nervous nature, is excit- 
able and hasty in her actions. If such a 
high degree of sensitivity is allowed to 
exist uncontrolled by reason, then it must 
have a very negative effect upon the per- 
sonality. It destroys directional effort. 

Further examination of this hand- 
writing reveals a mind that is material- 
istic, and lacking in idealism. There is 
also a complete absence of ability to con- 
centrate. This kind of mind is unable 
to stick to one idea, to develop that idea 
and, with patience, translate it into ac- 
tion and achievement. 

Figure 2 shows the writing of a 43- 
year-old woman. Her script reveals a 
quick and rather restless mind, which is 
shown in the mixed slant and odd letter 
formations and dashes. The writing ap- 
pears “drawn out,” which indeed shows 
the mental attitude of the individual to 
life and other people. This type of 
writing reveals an extroverted mental 
attitude. 

This woman is able to think generous- 
ly of others. She is friendly and takes 
to public life easily. Extroverts go out to 
others, take the initiative in making ap- 
proaches, live in a world of today, usu- 
ally act first and think afterwards. 

But the woman who wrote this speci- 
men is a person whom I know well. 
After her divorce, she was forced to re- 
make her own life. With what results? 
Her restlessness increased. It was diff 
cult for her to rebuild her life, for she 
had become so accustomed to the se- 
curity which the “older life” had offered 
her, at least in (Continued on Page 82) 
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BY MRS. BOB BUSHNELL | 


— THE DEATH of my first hus- 
band, Bill (Bojangles) Robinson, 
the world-famous tap dancer, I had sup- 
posed that I would never marry again. 
At least, not until far in the future. Be- 
ing young, I thought more of getting 
started on my own career in my chosen 
line, show business. 

I had not gotten very far as a dancer 
when I married Bo, and although he was 
almost three times my age, I had a sort 
of settled affection for him which made 
it easy for me to put aside my own am- 
bitions and devote my life to him. 

His passing in 1950 stunned me in 
such a manner that I felt old, mature and 
still farther away from the stream of life 
I should have been a part of all along. 
Then Louis Jordan came along last year 
to offer me a chance to get back into 
show business in a big way after I had 
come out of retirement to appear with 
the Olsen and Johnson show. Jordan 
wanted me to form an act with my girl 
friend, Ann Porter Bailey, wife of the 
singer, Bob Bailey. We did and things 
started happening after that. 

It was at the Nola Studios on Broad- 
way last March that I first met Bob 





Bushnell. Ann knew him and intro-| 
duced us during the rehearsal of the Jor- 
dan band in which he plays bass fiddle. 
He was so quiet and gentlemanly! He 
looked neat and smooth in his clothes. 
He reminded me of my father—the same 
color and features. I guess we just went 
for each other on first meeting. 

Since I was lonely, it was only natural 
that I accept his invitation to make the 
rounds with him. We show people are 
always traveling, since our jobs depend 
on the various engagements we get in 
different parts of the country. When- 
ever we can get a chance to relax, we 
grab it. That is why Bob’s invitation to 
take in some of the legitirfate plays on 
Broadway sounded so wonderful to me. 
Together, we saw many of them while we 
were playing the Paramount Theater 
with Jordan. 

It must be understood that Bob and I 
met in the clear. By that I mean, I was 
a young widow not too long out of 
mourning. He was a single young man 
of good family background, not partic- 
ularly interested in getting married, but 








wide open for (Continued on Page 68) 




































Wonderful rayon gabardine siack suit. 
Look! We borrowed the zipper from your 


beau's best shirt. Tuck-in top zips on the 
diagonal just like his. Smart long sleeves, 
*Sizes: 9, 11, 13, 15, 17 

10, 12, 14, 16, 18, 20 
Send 10¢ for beautiful Fashion Catalog 


too! In navy, grey, green. 
38, 40,42,44 7.97 
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599 Broadway, New York 12 
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When two marriages ended 
in failure for this woman, 
she decided to take no more 
chances at the altar until she 
was sure that her man really 
was what she was looking 
for. That was why she de- 
cided on common law mar- 


riage. 


¥ HIS MONTH—when March 22 rolls 

around—I am going to marry the 
an | have lived with for three years as 

husband. To most people I guess that 
unds very strange but to me there is 
thing at all queer about my coming 
irriage, nothing odd about the fact 
it | am going to marry my husband. 


For three years Ralph and I have lived 
zether as man and wife although we 
re never legally married. These three 
irs have been the most gratifying of 

life. I have known what it is to live 
a comfortable home of my own. I 


being generously provided for by an 

ectionate, understanding man. I have 
sd to see my grown son happily mar- 

d and in a good job. At my age—a 

ide past 40—a lot of women would 
that | am in ideal circumstances and 
inclined to agree with them. And 

»w to top it off I’m finally marrying 

man who made it all possible. 
p to now, ours has been a common 
marriage, agreed to by both of us, 
never approved by either the law or 
hurch. 

[here is nothing new or surprising 
it our marriage arrangement. A lot 
yvomen have chosen to take them- 

a husband in this fashion. But in 
ase, | agreed to become “a wife in 
e only” because I had to be sure. 
id to know that living with Ralph, 
\ing his ways and knowing the real 
wouldn’t mar my life with tragedy 
id been the case twice before. Per- 
some will say I was wrong, but 
y the future can judge that. 











Husband 


I realize that living common-law with 
aman is not readily acceptable in our 
society, but up until recently I had every 
intention of continuing as | had been. 
And,-had it not been for our own prac- 
tical consideration for our future, we 
might have fallen into the same tragic 
trap that has led to heartache for thou- 
sands of others. 

Though I am living in Chicago now 
where common law marriages are not 
recognized, | was brought up in a small 
southern town where a lot of people, 
Negroes especially, lived together under 
this arrangement. My parents, of course, 
taught me that this was not the “proper” 
way for a man and a woman to live to- 
gether, and tried to impress me with the 
fact that a woman who would live with 
a man without making him first marry 
her is no better than a “streetwalker” or 
a girl who gets “caught” and has a baby 
out of wedlock. I grew up, convinced 
that when I became old enough I would 
marry and have children just as my 
mother and father did, and that I would 
find a good husband who would provide 
for me and give me a good home. 

Now that I look back on it, I can see 
that their strict teachings made definite 
impressions on my early life. I grew 
up, afraid to let a boy touch me, ignor- 
ant of what it was like to be kissed after 
a high school date, and as a result my 
first marriage ended in failure. At 17, 
when I finally did let a boy kiss me | 
went so completely all out, petting and 
making love, that I eventually decided 


to run off with him and get married. We 
settled in Louisville, Kentucky, but with- 
in six months after our son was born my 
husband left me for another woman. I 
was afraid to go back home. So, leaving 
my son in a nursery during weekdays, I 
went to work to support both of us. I 
waited tables and worked as a private 
seamstress on the side to earn enough 
money to take care of us. 

For 10 years I worked to support my 
child, never once hearing from my hus- 
band. Out of my earnings I managed 
to save enough to finally get a divorce, 
and it was shortly after that that I met 
Jim, my second husband. He was 35, a 
waiter on the L & N Railroad, and made 
his home in Cincinnati. Even though he 
was 10 years older than I at the time, I 
thought that we could be happy, and 
that at least he would be able to provide 
a home for me and companionship for 
my son, 

But I was wrong—again. Jim was 
with his 


where our home was concerned, and 


never too generous money 
since | had been used to having a regu- 
lar income | sometimes found it difficult 
to make ends meet on what he allowed 
me. He was never genuinely concerned 
over my son either, and we were con- 
stantly quarreling over what I spent for 
him on clothing and other things. In 
spite of it all, however, I forced myself 
to put up with him for more than seven 
years—until that day when he died sud- 
denly of a heart attack. I was surprised 
to learn how (Continued on Page 74) 














New finer MUM 
Stops odor longer! 


NOW CONTAINS AMAZING NEW 
INGREDIENT M-3 TO PROTECT UNDERARMS 
AGAINST ODOR-CAUSING BACTERIA 


* Protects better, longer. New Mum now 
contains amazing ingredient M-3 for more 
effective protection. Doesn't give under- 
arm odor a chance to start! 

¢ Creamier new Mum is safe for normal 
skin, contains no harsh ingredients. Will 
not rot or discolor finest fabrics. 

¢ The only leading deodorant that contains 
no water to dry out or decrease its efh- 
ciency. No waste. No shrinkage. 

* Delicately fragrant new Mum is use- 
able, wonderful right to the bottom of the 
jar. Get new Mum today. 


CREAM DEODORANT 
A Product of Bristol-Myers 


13 








For years | suffered 
vith Sealy Shin 


“Our doctor said it was Psoriasis. 
It would itch and burn something 
awful. My grandmother recom- 
mended Black and White Ointment. 
After only a few hours the misery 
was relieved. In a week the scales 
loosened and my skin looked much 
better. I can’t praise Black and 
White Ointment too much.” 


Miss L. Frances Ford, 157 George Stuy 
Saratoga Springs, N. Y. 





OVER 51 MILLION PACKAGES SOLD 
If you suffer itchy, misery of black- 
heads, acne, eczema, simple ring- 
worm, tetter, don’t wait—get and 
use Black and 
White Ointment 
today. 25c, 60c, 
85c. Also use 
Black and White 
Skin Soap daily. 


BLACK 48° WHITE 


OINTMENT 














Have alluring curves instead of sagging, heavy wid 
bust. Magic laced midriff adjusts to — your figure. 
Enjoy sweet sixteen separation and firmness. 
LOOK SLIMMER — YOUNGER — MORE ATTRACTIVE 
1. Special design control cups, for maximum support 
for youthful separation, chafe proof seams. 
‘ : 2. Exclusive, adjustable, midriff gives 
custom-made fit. Does away with 
unsightly “‘tires,’’ without bindin 
and discomforts. Super pre shrun 
broadcloth. 
3. V-shaped, elasticized 
breathe with you. 
i Sizes 34-52 Cups B, C, D $2.98. 
= = an ae ee ee FREE 10-DAY TRIAL OFFER! 
The S. J. Wegman Co., Dept. N-42, 
836 Broadway, New York 3, N. Y. 
Send my ‘“‘NU-YUTH” Bra by return mail. If | 
am not 100% delighted I'll send it back in 10 
days for full purchase price refund. 
How many (2 for $5.85) 
Bust size Cup size 
} Send C.O.D. I'll pay postman $2.98 plus postage. 
|} | enclose $2.98. You pay postage. 
NAME aiecestapees 
L ADDRESS 
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TEEN 
TALK 





By Jane Walters 


HIS MONTH’S THRILLER is called, 
“The Case Of The Beautiful Body.” 
The question: what is a beautiful body. 
The problem: how to have a beautiful 
body. The solution: what to do with it. 
Contrary to some home training, your 
body, honeychile, is nothing of which 
to be ashamed. Neither should it be 
abused or exploited. Whatever color it 
is or shape it is in, God made it just as 
he did the sky, the earth and Joyce Kil- 
mer’s trees. 

If your body is nothing to swoon 
about, you can improve it by diet and 
exercise. And no matter how perfect it 
is, you can spoil it by the way you dress 
and act. 

Up to now, a beautiful doll was the 
lucky Jane with a face that would stop 
amob. A male mob, that is. But since 
fashion and free thinking have literally 
taken the wraps off the female figure, 
beauty is no longer skin-deep or face- 
high. It is all of you. 

The “body beautiful,” once a physical 
culture term used by Bernarr MacFad- 
den to denote robust health, today re- 
fers to a nicely tapered torso. It is the 
well-stacked chick with dangerous curves 
and soft shoulders. The body is any 
body that can make like Venus with the 
measuring tape. But a beautiful body is 
something more. Like a beautiful face, 
it cannot stand alone. It must be ac- 
companied by a level head, a good per- 
sonality and a clean mind, if it would 
be attractive to others. 

Nobody is born with a beautiful body. 
That comes with age and know-how. If 
you do not believe your Aunt Jane, just 
take a look at somebody’s poor little 
baby. Darling though it may be, ac- 
cording to chorus girl standards a baby 
is a pudgy, pot-bellied little creature with 
a double chin. Its legs are bowed, its 
hair is thin. As it grows, it stretches out 
into gangling adolescence and then devel- 
ops into shapely womanhood. 

That is what is happening to you. If 
you have not yet reached an age where 


you are well-rounded, give yourself time. 
If you are 15 or 16 and still haven’t 
filled the hollows—or have filled them 
to the bulging point—don’t go out and 
shoot yourself. Not everybody was 
meant to be a perfect 36, but men have 
figured out clever ways to make an im- 
perfect 31 or 39 look like Betty Grable, 
yum yum! 

There are, of course, the old health 
rules such as exercise, fresh air, plenty 
of sleep and well-balanced meals. Spe- 
cial exercises and special diets can also 
be called in to assist mother nature give 
you what you “ain’t got.” And if daugh- 
ter still zigs where she should zag, if she 
wobbles and bounces when she should 
sway gently, try merchandise. 

Like the St. Louis Woman with her 
store-bought hair, and all the other 
cosmetic aids that are called in to make 
the face pretty, modern store counters 
can also beautify the frame. 

Garments that mold and control, and 
that new-type contour equipment that 
can be either inserted as is or blown up 
to size, is available for all ages. These 
contraptions may not make you flawless, 
but you won’t be flat. You will have 
that neat, well-groomed look. And a 
cute trick, according to the boys, is just 
as sought after as the glamour chick. 

Every body, no matter how poorly put 
together, has some good points. A tiny 
ankle, a swan-like neck, shapely legs, 
hour-glass waist line, slender fingers— 
any one, or a combination of two or 
three of these eye-catchers, should be 
played for all they are worth. If it is 
nice feet and legs that you have, con- 
centrate on shoes and stockings that ac- 
centuate your well-turned gams. Wear 
heels that point up trim ankles. If your 
chest and shoulders are pretty special, 
find out what kind of necklines flatter 
you most. If you look well in dresses 
and can’t ever keep shirt tails in skirt 
bands, for goodness sakes, wear dresses. 

But lest you (Continued on Page 80) 
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RECORDS. 


By James Goodrich 


RT TATUM, the partially-blind 

piano phenomenon, is perhaps the 
only real jazz great not frequently re- 
corded. 
has just been waxed on about 17 sides 
for Capitol. He wants it that way, pre- 
ferring to record only when he has ample 
time to devote his best to the effort. The 
policy is undoubtedly a wise one, as it 
has paid off in excellent results for the 
rotund keyboard stylist. No Tatum re- 
cording has ever been classed a flop, 
musically or commercially. 


Tatum’s most recent recordings are | 


released in two albums. 


The first, titled 


simply “Art Tatum” and offered in two | 


speeds, has six sides in a 78 RPM colla- 
tion (1 Got a Right to Sing the Blues, 
I Cover the Waterfront, Aunt Hagar’s 


Blues, Willow Weep for Me, Nice Work | 
If You Can Get It and Dancing in the | 


Dark) and the same six interpretations 
plus two more (Blue Skies and Dardan- 
ella) in a 3314 package. 

Second of the Tatum albums, called 
“Art Tatum Encores,” is on 3314 only 
and has eight sides (My Heart Stood 
Still, Time on My Hands, Sweet Lor- 
raine, Don’t Blame Me, Someone to 
Watch Over Me, Somebody Loves Me, 
Goin’ Home and It’s the Talk of the 
Town). 

Art has a single side in another recent 
album, the Capitol collection featuring 
piano stylists and labeled “Classics in 
Jazz.” His is the oldie, You Took Ad- 
vantage of Me. (Continued on Page 79) 


In the last several seasons, he 




















CREAM 


GUARANTEES RESULTS FROM JUST ONE JAR! 


See for yourself what millions 
have already proven about the 
wonderful bleaching and clearing 
action of NADINOLA Cream. See 
how it gives your skin that 
creamier, brighter, clearer ap- 
pearance that makes you look 
your best— makes your life sud- 
denly more exciting—so that 
men look at you with new inter- 
est and women say, “Show lucky 
she is to have such lovely skin!”’ 


FOR OILY SKIN 

New Nadinola Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream 
contains no oil, no grease. 
Lightens skin and lessens 
shine at the same 

time. 75¢ and $1.25. 








NADINOLA works so fast, results 
are guaranteed from just one jar! 
Use it to lighten your complexion, 
to loosen blackheads, to make 
your skin feel softer and smooth- 
er, look clearer and lovelier. 
There are 2 kinds of NADINOLA 
—one specially for oily skin, the 
other for dry skin. Both give 
you the same remarkable bleach- 
ing and clearing action, both 
fully guaranteed. Get NADINOLA! 


FOR DRY SKIN 

The original, ever- 
famous Nadinola 
Bleaching Cream is 
enriched with fine cos- 
metic oils to relieve 
dryness. 60¢ and $1. 








Get tuto Good Paying 
AUTO BODY 2+. FENDER WORK 


Big demand in Auto Body and Fender 


\ \ \! is 
k. Start traini: time 
\ $ on home for good oy werk. Fonstion) 
\\ shop experience included. U.E.L. 


Training covers metal work, weld- 

. painting, etc. Placement service 

or we will show you how to start 

: our own shop. Behind U. E, I. 
RAININGis alarge national or- 

ization founded 1927. Write to 

lay for FREE facts — no obligation. 


| Auto-Crafts Div., UTILITIES ENGINEERING INSTITUTE 
2523 Sheffield Ave., Dept. XCH-1, Chicago 14, Il!. 
0.K.! Rush Full Facts. 

{ DORE. ccc ces cccsecreresecccccece ° 
AGBTOOB ccc ccrccccsccccccccccccceescceseses | 

j Gas 0 50.000 04.0.00.09005 594 Zor 








4 voner EASY! 


Get PERSONAL 


how Gorgeous NEW STYLES 
AMPLE FABRICS 
i opportunity 
to use your spare time to make money to 
spend and to gst lovely dresses to wear! 
Just show your friends and neighbors excitin 

newest-style dresses, and —— ae, chil- 


dren's wear, men's shirts etc., and tak 


it . socks, etc. e 
I facto NOMSKEY NS EXPERIENCE 
NEEDED. You can even Ti perene dresses 
E FOR THEM. 

RUSH NAME FOR STYLES! 
Send No Money—We send you eve: ing you 
need to get started.including complete, colorful 
style presentation — absolutety FREE orien 
THE MELVILLE COMPANY 
Dept. 7915 Cincinnati 25, Ohio 












15 












I need 500 Men 


f—@ #$.|%to wear and show 
Made -to-Measure 


PAY NO MONEY — SEND NO MONEY! 


Y VALUES in made-to-measure suits are so sensational, thousands of men 
order when they see the actual garments. | make it easy for you to get 
your own suit to wear and show—and to MAKE MONEY IN FULL OR 

SPARE TIME! MY PLAN IS AMAZING! Just take a few orders at my low 
money-saving prices—that's all! Get your own personal suit, and make money 
fast taking orders. You need no experience. You need no money now or any 
time. Just rush your name and address for complete facts and BIG SAMPLE 
KIT containing more than 150 actual woolen samples. It's FREE! Send your 
name and address today! 


Get into the big-pay tailoring field and earn up to $15.00 in a day! Many men 
are earning even more! You need no experience or special training. Start with 
friends, neighbors, fellow-workers, and other men you know. You can begin at 
once in spare time to take orders and pocket big profits. All you do is show 
the big, colorful different styles. Men order quickly eomeel you offer fine qual- 
ity at unbeatable prices. Yes—superb made-to-measure cutting and sewing 
and complete satisfaction guaranteed. It's easy to get first orders, but repeat 
orders come even easier. With this wonder line you begin earning big money 
at once and you build a steady, big-profit repeat business at the same time. 


Prospects are everywhere! Your friends, neighbors, relatives, fellow-workers 
will be eager to give you orders once you show them the outstanding quality 
of the fabrics, the top notch fit of made-to-measure tailoring and the money- 
saving prices. Every customer you make is a source of additional prospects. 
In no time at all, P se find the orders rolling in faster and faster. And every 








order puts a handsome, spot-cash profit in your pocket! 


STONEFIELD CORP., Dept. T-964 
532 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Illinois 


STONEFIELD CORP., Dept. T-964 

532 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Illinois 

Dear Sir: | WANT A MADE-TO-MEASURE SUIT TO WEAR AND SHOW, without 
paying Ic for it. Rush details and Sample Kit of actual fabrics, ABSOLUTELY 
FREE. 


We supply everything—sample fabrics, 
full-color style cards, order forms, meas- 
uring materials—all packed in a hand- 
some, professional leatherette-covered 
carrying case. Work full time or spare 
time. Either way you'll be amazed at Name 

how fast you take orders and how your 

profits begin to mount! Fill out and mail Address..... 
coupon today. 





I listened silently as she said in a low fore- 

boding tone: “When you grow up, you'll 

find out about men, honey. They’re the 
biggest frauds on earth.” 


= & ne ‘ a. t& So . ~ 


It was cruel, she knew, for Helen to refuse her husband on their wedding n 
her aunt had taught her to hate all men. 


HE TRAIN lurched out of Penn Station. I settled 
down in my lower berth for the long ride to Pitts- 
burgh and Aunt Ada’s funeral. Somehow, tired though I 
was from the hurried packing and tending to a million 
tiny details before leaving home, I couldn’t obey Tommy’s 
gentle but firm order as he kissed me a tender “so long” 
in the station. 
“Go right to sleep, darling,” he had said. 
rest.” 
Tommy had been so wonderful. He had wanted to take 
time off from the office to accompany me, had been so 


“You need 


solicitous, watching me, knowing the tears were welling 
up inside my heart for poor, dear Aunt Ada. Tommy, 
who had every reason to be happy—yes, happy—that 
Aunt Ada had passed. 

For Tommy had every reason to hate and abhor the 
lonely, old maiden aunt who had legally adopted me after 
my mother died in childbirth. He had every reason to 
hate her for it was Aunt Ada who was the cause of very 
nearly wrecking my life with my husband—Aunt Ada 
who had given me the twisted training which turned our 














-ymoon into a six-month nig!itmare 
| almost made our marriage an un- 
ral tragedy—Aunt Ada who taught 
hate sex. 
calling the frenzied sweetness of 
last few hours before this first sep- 
from Tommy since our mar- 
I wonder now how I could ever 
been so cruel and inhuman as to 
denied him the rights of a husband 
w, starting with our wedding night 
asting over that long, horrible six 
ths, | could have forbidden him to 
h me. And how patient Tommy had 


the train slid almost noiselessly 
the night, I lay wide awake think- 
f those early days when, as a child, 
| grown to love Aunt Ada with that 
uming love which only an orphan 
an give to the only mother she has 
known. She was a tall, straight, 
e woman who lived her life just as 
kept her home—neat, trim, unclut- 
Everyone in our community re- 
ed her although few could get close 
igh to know and love her as I did. 
was Aunt Ada who could raise hun- 
s of dollars at a minute’s notice in 


my cheeks and my heart crushed with 
the hurt of insults of unkind little 
friends. I tried to hide my unhappiness 
from my aunt for somehow I believed 
that she would think me ungrateful for 
the comfortable home and the clothes 
she bought me. But one afternoon, when 
my eighth grade classmates had made 
pointed remarks about the graduation 
gifts they were going to receive from 
their fathers and the delightful dinners 
and shows to which they were being 
taken, I was so overcome with misery 
that I ran all the way home, locked 
myself in my little room and lay on the 
bed, crying hysterically. 

Aunt Ada, passing my room, knocked 
on the door. 

“Helen,” she commanded. “Open the 
door this minute.” 

Shaken with emotion, | rose slowly 
from the bed and obeyed her. She took 
me tenderly in her arms and sat me 
down on my bed beside her. 

“Now, tell Aunt Ada all about it, 
dear,” she said soothingly. 

I couldn’t hold my secret any longer. 
The avalanche of tears redoubled under 
the impetus of her sympathy. In broken 


Because she had learned about sex from 
her old maid aunt, Helen almost ruined her 
marriage, but a miracle happened just in 
time to prevent it from ending in divorce. 


cal YWCA and the First Baptist 
ch drives. Aunt Ada stalked into 
paper offices to get the cooperation 
al editors in every fine civic cause. 
was a very pillar of the church and, 
de of her dedicated community 
she had but one interest in life— 
her niece, Helen, grow up to take 
place in the affairs of the neigh- 
od. 
my early days of grammar school, 
in to wonder why Aunt Ada didn’t 
a husband—why she didn’t get 
d. With the cruelty characteristic 
children, my schoolmates twitted 
jut not having a father or even an 
From the talk of their parents, 
had learned that I was a mother- 
and fatherless waif, living on the 
of my aunt and they never for- 
remind me of it, to parade in 
of my envious eyes gifts showered 
em by their fathers and mothers. 
ny a day I rushed home from 
the stinging tears running down 


sentences and sobbing words, I revealed 
my great tragedy. That I had no father 
—not even an uncle. That all the chil- 
dren at school made fun of me and did 
their best to make me envious. 

Finished pouring out my grief, | 
looked up into Aunt Ada’s face, waiting 
for her to solve the whole problem. I 
knew she could make anything all right. 
She seemed to be struggling within her- 
self. 

“You poor little thing,” she comforted 
me. “I’ve often wondered what made 
you act so strangely after school. Well, 
never you mind about those brats and 
their fathers. Half of their fathers are 
no good, don’t give their children any- 
thing like what I try to give you.” I 
listenéd silently as she said in a low 
foreboding tone: “When you grow up, 
youll find out honey. 
They’re the biggest frauds on earth. 
You can’t trust °em. You see how your 


about men, 


aunt gets along without one. You and 
L are happy here most of the time, aren’t 


As he reached for me again, 


put his lips hard on mine an 
began fondling me, | dre 


back. I almost 


d 


Ww 


shrieked at 


him: “Don’t touch me, Tom- 


my. Don’t touch me like that! 


py 





we? You’d see what would happen if we 
had one of those skunks around.” 

I was amazed at the vehemence in my 
aunt’s voice. I was to hear her express 
these opinions time and time again and 
it wasn’t until I got into sophomore class 
at high school that I learned the reason. 
Cora Banks, whose dad was Aunt Ada’s 
doctor, became the first real friend I had 
ever had. I could and did talk with Cora 
about my aunt's hatred for men. One 
day while we were discussing it, Cora 
said to me mysteriously : 

“If I tell you something I found out, 
will you promise never to repeat it, cross 
your heart and hope to die?” 

“Of course, I won’t tell, Cora,” | 
promised. 

“Well, I heard Dad and Mom talking 
about your Aunt Ada the other night. 
They didn’t know I was listening. Your 
aunt was disappointed in love. She was 
simply mad about a good-looking insur- 
ance salesman named Griff Carter and 
he left her waiting at the altar. Mom 
and Dad were saying that she hasn’t had 
any use for men ever since. They said 
that she was about to lose her mind with 
grief wken your dad was killed in an 
auto accident trying to rush to the hos- 
pital where your mother was giving 
birth to you. 

“Then, when your mother died, think- 
ing your father had failed her—not 
knowing he’d been killed himself—your 
mother made your aunt promise to bring 
you up.” Cora paused and added dra- 
matically, “She made her promise never 
to let a man hurt you. The whole busi- 
ness only made your aunt hate men 


> 


more.” 

Poor Aunt Ada. Poor Daddy and 
Mother, I thought, left speechless by 
Cora’s revelation. | had never known 
the whole story—only being told that 
my parents had gone off to Heaven and 
left my aunt to be mother and father 
to me. No wonder Aunt Ada hated men 
so. I was soon to find out the terrible 
depths of this hatred. 

All throughout my high school days, 
Aunt Ada had arranged things so that 
I had no time for boys. She made cer- 
tain that I devoted a healthy portion of 
my time to my school work, did my 
chores around the house and _ partici- 
pated in activities at the YWCA. [could 
go to parties only if she found it possi- 
ble to call for me and bring me home. 
Naturally, this made the boys in my set 
ignore me com- (Continued on Page 69) 


19 








As I left the small platform where I'd 
stood to be measured, I saw the stout man ai 
wink at the photographer, who shook his 
head and said: “Man, that chick’s too 
young to fry.” 
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What becomes of all the beauty queens who are crowned each 
summer? Some of them reach the heights, but others, like 
Willa, find no pot of gold waiting at the end of the rainbow. 

















ID YOU EVER wonder what be- 
comes of all the beauty queens 
crowned in the hundreds of contests held 
during the summer months? I can’t 
speak for all the “fine brown frames” 
whose charms are prominent and curva- 








ceous enough to win the nod from con- 
test judges, but I do know that some 
pursue those elusive goals of fame and 








fortune as dancers, models or actresses. 
Others choose one of the dozens of males 
who come flocking like moths around 
a flame and get married. 

I tried to do both—and wound up 
with nothing. 

My story turned out the way it did 
because I let myself be blinded by the 


















glamour that goes with the business of 
choosing a “queen” from a bunch of 
scantily-clad beauties. But my biggest 
mistake was in thinking that love is the 
same thing as infatuation . . . 

I entered the beauty contest sponsored 
by our local Elks lodge on a dare. 
Callie, my best friend, and I were pass- 
ing the lodge building on our way home 
from school one afternoon. Outside was 
a big bulletin board announcing the 
contest. First prize was $100 or a free 
trip to New York. 

“Hey, Willa,” Callie said to me, “dig 
this frail chick!” She pointed to one 
of the large photographs of one of the 
contestants. 

We both broke into laughter, slap- 
ping each other on the back. “Girl, if 
I looked like that, I’'d never have the 
nerve to get into a beauty contest,” | 
said. 

Callie said: “You’ve got to give her 


credit, though. She’s game!” 
“How do you mean?” I asked. 





“Here we are laughing at her, but at 
least she’s in the contest,” she said. 

I sniffed. “So what? We could go in 
and sign up right now, if we wanted to.” 

“Not me,” protested Callie. “You’re 
the one who’s supposed to be so good- 
looking.” 

I took another look at the photo- 
graphs. “Well, I’m no Lena Horne,” I 
boasted, “but I could beat those hags if 
I was wearing nothing but a flour sack!” 

“Oh, sure you could,” Callie said, but 
she made it sound as if she wasn’t very 
convinced. 

“That’s what I said,” I told her. Then 
seeing the mischievous glitter in her eye, 
I added, “What are you trying to do, 
anyway? Start something?” 

She assumed an air of injured inno- 
We stood glaring 
at each other for a few seconds, then 
she said, “I just made a bet with myself 
that you don’t have nerve enough to 


cence. “Who, me?” 


enter that contest.” 
“I’ve got nerve enough to do anything 






I want to!” I declared. “Only—well, 
you know how my old man is.” 

“That’s what I said—you haven’t got 
the nerve.” 

“Is that so? Well, I’ve got news for 
you!” I said hotly. With that, I marched 
into the building, determined not to let 
her challenge go unaccepted. 

That was how it started. How it 
would end was an entirely different mat- 
ter—I knew my parents would never 
approve. Not that they were religious 
fanatics or old fogies. They were kind, 
understanding and sympathetic people 
and I realize now what I didn’t have 
the sense to understand then—that they 
wanted only to protect me from my 
own mistakes. 

But, like so many other kids, I chafed 
under their discipline and hated their 
interference with the things I wanted to 
do. I was positive that I was able to 
take care of myself, and did a lot of 
out-of-the-ordinary things that 











would have shocked my mother and father 
if they had known. 

But this contest was something quite 
different from smoking on the sly or in- 
dulging in a petting session. Once having 
signed the application form, there would 
be no way of keeping it secret. 

The thought of backing out never crossed 
my mind. At first it was pure stubborn- 
ness; I just didn’t want to give Callie and 
my other friends the satisfaction of hav- 


along with two other contestants. Callie 
phoned to warn me that it was right on 
the front page with a big story about the 
contest. So when the boy delivered our 
paper, I grabbed it off the front porch 
and ran into my room with it. Sure 
enough, there I was, right on Page One. 

It was a clear, sharp picture and re- 
vealed a shocking expanse of bare legs 
and thighs. I knew my father would hit 
the ceiling when he saw it. A nice girl 


When Willa won that beauty contest, she was a dreamy- 
eyed, ambitious teen-ager, but her first experience with 
men turned her into a wiser, embittered woman. 


ing me admit I’d come up against a situa- 
tion I couldn’t handle. 

And later on, it became a question of 
the excitement and glamour surrounding 
the contest. I liked the attention the man- 
ager of the contest showered on me and 
the approving looks of the photographer 
and the officials who took my measure- 
ments. 

After filing my application, I was told 
to come back the next day with a bathing 
suit. It happened to be a Saturday. I 
crammed the tiny silk garment into my 
big shoulder bag, and then, with my heart 
beating fast and feeling rather guilty, I 
kissed Mom goodbye and told her I was 
going shopping with Callie. I had my 
fingers crossed when I told that lie. It 
made me feel a little bit better about it. 

Down at the Elks’ hall, there were sev- 
eral other contestants waiting to be meas- 
ured and photographed. One of the meet- 
ing rooms had been set aside as a dressing 
room for us. I felt a little squeamish 
ibout undressing without privacy, but 
since none of the other girls complained, 
| gritted my teeth and tried not to imagine 
trange male eyes peeping through the 
holes in the thin partition that formed 
one wall of the room. 

[ was 17 and the other girls were much 
older than I. But I prided myself that my 
firm, young curves were more attractive 
than their more mature bodies. That gave 
me a lot of confidence, and when the fat 
little man who was chewing on a messy 
cigar ran his hand along my leg as he 
idjusted the tape measure I pretended not 
to notice. 

in fact, he fondled me less than he did 
me or two others, girls who giggled and 
just seemed to be asking for more. As I 
left the small platform where I’d stood to 
be measured, I saw the stout man wink at 
the photographer, who shook his head and 

1id, “Man, that chick’s too young to fry!” 

Yet, as he posed me for a picture, the 
photographer himself tried to make a date 
with me. But I wasn’t the least bit in- 
terested. I was in enough hot water as it 
was. By the end of the week, the day of 
the contest, I still had not figured a way 

break the news to my parents. 


S LUCK would have it, our local news- 
paper that week carried my picture, 


just didn’t make a public spectacle of 
herself like that! 

Yet, my first taste of publicity went to 
my head and I decided then and there to 
go through with it no matter how much 
father might yell. I knew I’d never get 
out of the house if I was there when he 
came home from work so I got my things 
together and hid them on the back porch. 
I wasn’t a minute too soon. A short time 
later, I heard Father storm into the house 
and call for Mother. 

“Annie!” he yelled. “Where’s Willa?” 

“Why, she’s in her room, I expect,” I 
heard Mother reply. “Why? Is something 
wrong?” 

Father swore, something he seldom did. 
“T’ll say there’s something wrong! That 
girl’s gone and got herself plastered all 
over the front page of the News. Look at 
this—not enough clothes to pad a crutch!” 

I didn’t wait to hear more. I slipped 
out the back way and didn’t stop running 
until I was in the next block. It was 
hours before the contest was due to start 
and I started to wait at Callie’s house. 
Then I realized that would be the first 
place my father would look for me. So I 
went to a show. When I came out at 8 
o'clock that night I was groggy—TI'd sat 
through the film three times! 

When I got to the Elks’ hall, things 
were really jumping. A dance was being 
held in connection with the beauty con- 
test, and even though I had to stay back- 
stage, the excitement and gaiety from the 
ballroom spread to the girls jammed into 
the dressing room. By the time we lined 
up to begin our parade before the judges 
I had even forgotten my earlier fear that 
Father would burst into the place and 
drag me home. 

One by one, the girls filed across the 
stage, each to the melody of a different 
song, and paused to give the judges and 
audience a good look at them. I became 
more and more nervous as my turn ap- 
proached. At last they beckoned me to 
the stage entrance. Taking a deep breath, 
I walked onto the stage. 

I knew absolutely nothing about model- 
ing, how to walk or how to show myself 
to best advantage. I put my hands on my 
hips and, not daring to look at the au- 
dience, moved across the stage. I’m afraid 
that in my ignorance, | put a little more 


sway in my hips than was necessary. Any- 
way, the crowd yelled itself hoarse and 
wolf whistles shrilled through the hall, 

My reception was so encouraging that 
my hopes soared and I was trying to com. 
pose a “thank you” speech for when they 
presented me as the winner. It was just 
a build-up for a terrific let-down. Another 
girl was crowned queen and I was run. 
ner-up. 

I fought back bitter tears of disappoint. 
ment as one of the judges handed me the 
$50 consolation prize, but when I got 
back to the dressing room I huddled in a 
corner and let loose. 

The other girls were too busy congratu- 
lating the winner to pay any attention to 
me. I dressed quickly and hurried out. 
Just outside the door, a tall figure blocked 
my way. 

“Hail, the queen!” said the handsome 
young man, making a deep bow. 

“That’s not very funny!” I snapped. 
“Some people would laugh at a funeral,” 
I added indignantly. “Now if you'll kind- 
ly get out of my way—” 

“Cool that action, beautiful!” he smiled, 
not the least bit offended. “There are 500 
people out there in the ballroom who 
think you’re the queen and I agree with 
them,” he said. 

“The judges didn’t think so and that’s 
what counts,” I said bitterly. 

“You got a raw deal, baby. But don’t 
let it get you down. You’ve got what it 
takes, believe me when I tell you!” His 
eyes patted my figure. 

“What’s it to you?” I asked. “Who are 
you, anyway?” 

He took my arm and steered me into 
the dance hall. “The name’s Eddie Wil- 
liams and I’m with the band. Baby, your 
looks and my brains are going to be the 
hottest combination since cornbread and 
collard greens! Come on, let’s dance.” 

Eddie had a way of saying things that 
made you laugh in spite of yourself and 
before I knew it I was in his arms, whirl- 
ing around the floor. He was a divine 
dancer and a swell dresser. And he was 
so good-looking it took my breath away. 

Eddie was a smooth talker. He gave 
me a line that made me feel almost as 
good as if I had won the contest. In fact, 
he treated me as a woman and the flattery 
went to my head. I’d never before been 
out with a man; all my dates had been 
fellows at school, fellows I’d known all 
my life. 

It was after one when Eddie took me 
home that night. All hell broke loose 
when I eased into the house and tried to 
slip unnoticed up to my room. Father 
stormed and raved, waving the newspaper 
with my picture and demanding an ex- 
planation of why I brought disgrace to 
the family. Mother was upset, too, but at 
least she didn’t carry on the way he did. 

“Willa, honey,” she said in a hurt voice, 
“I can’t understand why you didn’t talk it 
over with me first.” 

“But it was only a contest,” I protested. 
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“Gosh! You both act as if I’d committed 
some crime.” 

“No daughter of mine is going to pa- 
rade in public half naked like that!” He 
crumpled the paper and threw it aside. 

Mother tried to put her arms around 
me. “Maybe you did get a kick out of the 
contest, Willa,” she soothed. “But you're 
young yet. There'll be plenty of time for 
such things after you grow up.” 

“I’m not a baby,” I yelled, “even though 
you try to treat me like one! I don’t care 
what you say, I’m going to live my own 
life’ I jerked away from her and ran to 
my room and locked myself in. 


THE NEXT DAY I slipped out to the 
drugstore and phoned Eddie at the 
number he’d given me. I told him I 
wanted to discuss something important. 
He sounded surprised to hear my voice, 
but quickly agreed to meet me at the 
Elks’ bar in an hour. Only after I hung 
up did I realize that I had no clear idea 
of what I wanted to talk about. What I 
really wanted was to see Eddie again. 

Meeting Eddie was even more thrilling 
because I knew it was something I 
shouldn’t be doing. There was more of 
his sweet talk and extravagant compli- 
ments and just the way his eyes caressed 
me made me tingle all over. He also 
talked about New York, how wonderful 
it was up there and rattled off names of 
big stars and important people as_per- 
sonal friends of his. 

“Yeah, it’s the only place in the world,” 
he said. “A girl like you with so much 
on the ball could really go places in that 
town.” 

“That’s what I wanted to talk to you 
about, Eddie,” I said quickly. Maybe it 
had only been a vague idea at first, but 
after hearing his glowing accounts of life 
in the big city, I suddenly made my de- 
cision. “I’m going to go to New York!” 

He looked surprised, then reached over 
and patted my hand. “Sure, baby, why 
not? New York’s the greatest, and some 
day—” 

“But I mean now, Eddie! 
soon as I can get ready.” 

I knew what my leaving home would do 
to my parents, but I’d caught the fever 
from Eddie. I didn’t know how Id do it, 
but I was positive that the excitement and 
glamour of Harlem and Broadway was 
for me. 

Without seeming to, Eddie turned the 
conversation to other things and soon it 
was time for me to go. I saw him every 
night for the next two weeks. He was the 
frst man to ever kiss me, and his kisses 
were like intoxicating wine. The night 
before he was due to move on with the 
band to the next town on their .tour, Eddie 
invited me up to his room. 

It had been fairly easy all along to lie 
to my parents about where I went eve- 
nings or to get Callie or some other girl 
friend to cover for me. But this was dif- 
ferent. It was already very late and 
Mother had warned me about being alone 
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with men. Yet, I didn’t feel the least bit 
wicked going with Eddie to his room. 

I knew then that I loved Eddie with all 
my heart. Just the thought of never see- 
ing him again was almost unbearable. 
And when he held me in his arms that 
night, I knew I was right. I felt his tender 
caresses stir up emotions that were new 
and thrilling. He stroked my hair and 
murmured words of love. Then our lips 
met and there was nothing soft or gentle 
in his kiss. 

I felt my control slipping and I was 
afraid all of a sudden. “Please, Eddie— 
please don’t!” I whimpered. 

His arms grew tighter, his kisses more 
demanding. “Please, Eddie,” I cried. “We 
mustn’t—until we’re married.” 

I heard the sharp intake of his breath. 
“Married?” 

“Of course, darling. I love you. 
do want me, don’t you?” 

“What do you think?” he asked hoarse- 
ly. 

I know now that he would have prom- 
ised me anything in the world right then. 
Bitter experience has taught me that when 
men reach a certain point, they will tell 
a woman anything she wants to hear. All 
I wanted was Eddie’s assurance that he 
loved me and wanted me enough to marry 
me. That is what he promised. 

The next morning when I awoke, Eddie 
was hastily packing his bags. He started 
guiltily when I smiled drowsily and called 
to him: “What are you doing, darling?” 

“Oh, you’re awake—I—er—lI've got to 
leave sooner than I expected,” he stam- 
mered. “I’ve got to get to the next town 
before the band does and get things ar- 
ranged.” 

“You should have called me,” I scolded 
gently, “It'll take time for me to get ready. 
I'll have to go home and get—” 

“You can’t come with me,” he said 
sharply, then seeing my wide-eyed aston- 
ishment, added, “What I mean is, I'll have 
to go on alone. Tll—TI'll send for you 
later.” 

I jumped up and ran to him. “But— 
what about our wedding, darling? You 
said last night—” 

He gave me a nervous smile. “And I 
meant it, every word! Only, don’t you 
see, Willa? This is business.” 

“Is it more important than keeping 
your promise to me?” 

“One has nothing to do with the other,” 
he snapped. 

“You don’t want to marry me, isn’t that 
it, Eddie?” 

He slammed down the lid of his suit- 
case, but he didn’t answer. My heart sank 
to the pit of my stomach. I was dazed, 
unable to think clearly. “What’ll I tell 
my folks?” I murmured in bewildered 
tones. I clutched at his coat lapels. “Oh, 
Eddie! What am I going to do? My fa- 
ther would kill me if he found out—and 
he’d kill you, too!” 

Eddie drew back as if he’d actually 
seen Father coming at him with a gun. 
Then he smiled and said: “Hey, what are 


You 


you talking about? You act like I was 
walking out on you, or something.” 

“Oh, then you will marry me? Now? 
My darling, I love you so much!” 

He held me in his arms, comforting me 
until I quieted down. “‘Now let’s cut out 
all this talk about me leaving you,” he 
said at last. “All I meant was that my 
work is on the road. I signed a contract 
to be advance man for the band and I 
can’t get off schedule by waiting around 
here until we can get married.” 

“I guess you're right, Eddie, only—gee! 
What am I going to do? After last 
night—” 

“Give me time. I'll think of some- 
thing,” he said, sitting on the bed and 
drawing me to his lap. 

“I could go with you,” I suggested 
timidly. “I  wouldn’t mind traveling 
around with you, and I promise not to get 
in the way.” 

“No, that’s no good. How could I keep 
my mind on my work with you along?” 
he asked, giving me a playful shove. “No, 
Baby, you can’t mix business with pleas- 
ure. The best thing for you to do is go on 
to New York and wait for me there.” He 
took out a key ring and slipped off a key. 
“Here’s the key to my pad. Just tell my 
landlady that you’re my wife, and—” 

“Only, I’m not,” I pouted. “Don’t you 
want to marry me, Eddie? I don’t mind 
waiting for you in New York, but you’ve 
got to marry me first!” 

His eyes narrowed into twin slits and 
his fingers dug into my flesh. “Don’t ever 
tell me what I’ve got to do!” he grated. 

The streak of hard cruelness he re- 
vealed chilled my blood, but I could only 
bow before it. In my inexperience, all I 
could think of was the shame I would 
face if I returned home, Eddie’s wife in 
every way but name. [| had only his love 
to cling to; if that proved false, then I 
had nothing. I tried desperately to think 
of some way out, but one thing stood out 
clearly—I had to leave town. So, I de- 
cided, I might as well do as Eddie had 
suggested. 

There seemed to be only one thing wor- 
rying Eddie. “Your old man—” he asked 
anxiously, “you’re not going to tell him, 
are you?” 

“I couldn’t tell anybody—until after 
we're married,” I told him. 

“Good! People might not understand. 
But in a few weeks, after this tour is over, 
we'll do it up—license, ring and every- 
thing.” 

FTER EDDIE left me that afternoon, 

I had the $50 second prize money 
from the contest, $100 he had given me, 
a ticket to New York, and the key to my 
new home. And that night when I boarded 
the train, after sneaking out of the house 
with my things, I was just a scared kid 
heading into an unknown future without 
the blessings of her parents or the com- 
forting presence of the man to whom she 
had given so freely of her love. 

But once on the train, I didn’t have 
very much time (Continued on Page 53) 
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As the first Negro telephone operator in her town, Elsie had a chance to listen in on many 
calls, but when she found that some of them were for her husband, she suspected the worst. 


T HREE LIGHTS flashed on the 
switchboard and the buzzing broke 
ito the night stillness of the office. For 
: long time, I just sat and stared at the 
yard. My hands didn’t move to make 
he connections. It was nearly midnight 
ind one of those calls was from the east 
le of town. It was a call that came 
ery night about the same time. My 
ching heart told me that it was Lena 
elson again—telephoning my house to 
ilk to my husband. 
Funny, | thought, those three lights 
my life—three bright spots in a 
fetime of drab monotony. Three tiny 
hts against the broad, black board. 
Maybe I said it aloud. Sometimes 
1 talk to yourself working alone at 
ght. 
| plugged into the first light, threw 
he switch. 
Number puh-leez,” I said. 
It was Bill Carr at the all-night diner 
wn on Main Street. Business must 
ive been slow. He was calling home, 
obably to chat with his wife. 
The first light went out as I made the 


connection.. One light—one bright spot. 
That was the day I became a “hello 
girl,” the first Negro telephone operator 
in the history of North Redfield . . . 

I was aware that something unusual 
was up that day when Mr. Milton called 
me into his office. I had been his secre- 
tary at the Advancement League for 
more than a year and | could always 
tell when he had important business on 
his mind. 

As I stood in front of his desk with 
my pencil and pad ready, he studied me 
for a long while, his eyes looking very 
owlish behind his thick-rimmed glasses. 
His lips curled up in a faint smile, then 
grew grim, and I knew that he was 
about to give out with one of the sur- 
prises he was noted for. But I was in 
no way prepared for the words he 
clipped off. 

“Miss Weir, as of this moment, you 
may consider yourself fired!” 

I stood blinking at him foolishly, 
while the unexpected words sank in. 
When I finally realized what he had 
said, I steadied myself against the edge 


of the desk. “But, Mr. Milton—” I 


began. 

“No, I’m sorry,” he said firmly. “We 
can’t use you here any longer.” 

As I looked helplessly around, trying 
to think of some way to stave off this 
calamity, his broad face relaxed into a 
beaming smile. “You’ve got a more 
important job to do,” he said. “Sit 
down, Helen, before you fall down.” 

I did as I was told, still fumbling for 
some explanation for his strange be- 
havior. “Mr. Milton,” I faltered, “are 
you kidding or—” 

“You can operate a switchboard, can’t 
you?” he demanded. I nodded dumbly. 
“The telephone company has finally 
agreed to hire a Negro girl,” he an- 
nounced. 

There was a lot of pride in his voice, | 
and if there was any one person in town 
who deserved credit for getting the util- 
ity company to change its mind, Roy 
Milton was that one. It was his own 
special project, and at last he had suc- 
ceeded. 

“Oh, Mr. (Continued on Page 50) 











I felt him pull me close. His lips found 
mine in the dark and my legs turned to 
‘fe: fs» +, water; only his strong arms held me erect. 











DARK GIRLS 
CAN MAKE IT T00! 


Sarah Vaughan tells how she always longed to be beautiful, but worried about her dark 
skin. Then she discovered that talent really counts most and she rose from an obscure 
choir singer to be the nation’s No. 1 female vocalist. 


x CHILDREN are supposed to 
be born into this world with two 
strikes on them and a chip on their 
shoulders. Their opportunities to get 
ahead are supposed to be weighed by 
their color. They must at all times be 
ready to fight when somebody calls them 
black. 

It all depends on how you look at it. 
Maybe it is true that black children have 
two strikes on them, and maybe it is true 
also that they must be belligerent in their 
attitude because of it. But I do not go 
along with the idea that the door is 
closed in someone’s face just because he 
or she is not light. 

I know, because I am black. | also 
know the ignominy and cruelty of being 
black and how some people try to use it 
against you as though it were a crime. 
But I also know that you can go as far 
as your talents will let you in spite of 
your color and that this supposed handi- 
cap is often a real blessing. 

But I also know how easy it is to per- 
mit yourself to slip into a frame of mind 
that will keep you behind the eight-ball 
| if you do not have the courage to fight. 
| Until I learned this lesson, I experienced 
all the supposed sorrows of being black 
' and have been affected with the com- 
F plexes it can bestow on persons born 
| that hue. 
> Actually, it is a form of fear, some- 
) thing to conquer. Only in recent years 
' have I learned that Negroes with fair 
} complexions also have fears based on the 


BY SARAH VAUGHAN 


assumption that their color is wrong. 
I know, because many of them have 
told me so. 

Now that I have successfully conquered 
this fear, I should have no feeling about 
being black. However, it sometimes 
comes back to me and then the old fears 
have a holiday in my mind and | have 
to get hold of myself right away and 
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tell myself, “Sarah, don’t torture your- 
self. You're letting yourself in for a 
whole lot of trouble if you don’t get that 
kind of thinking out of your mind.” 
Nevertheless, | sometimes subject my- 
self to self-punishment. The other day 
I looked up the word, “black,” in the 
dictionary to be sure what it means. | 
It brought back that 


am sorry I| did. 


Happiness which has marked their married life is evident as singer Sarah Vaughan cuts 
slice of birthday cake for manager-husband, George Treadwell. His words of encourage- 
ment, backed up by investment of $7,998 in cash, started her up the ladder of fame. 
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id hopeless feeling which might have 
o stunted my ambitions that today I 
would be a housemaid or singing in the 
third or fourth row of some storefront 
hurch had I not gotten out of it. 

“Black,” says Webster’s Dictionary, 
means “destitute of light or incapable 
f reflecting it; enveloped in darkness; 
hence, utterly dismal or gloomy. Hav- 
ing dark skin, hair and eyes.” It also 
neans, the dictionary shows, that black 

“sullen, soiled with dirt, hostile, foul- 
y or outrageously wicked.” 

I could not help but think the defini- 
ion still refers to me—in spite of every- 
hing and all evidence to the contrary. 

Not that there is anything wrong with 
being black and having to live with this 
olor through life. It is just that so 
many other people consider it a handi- 
ap and a badge of dishonor. 

Even today, they sometimes ask me 
how I made the grade. 

At school I had been called black 
ountless times. Not only by white chil- 
lren, but by children of my own race. 
| have been called black by black chil- 
dren and by yellow children and I have 
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called them “white trash” or “riney” in 
return. Nothing happened because of 
it. I was made to feel bad and I im- 
agine I made others feel just as bad. It 
was like cursing somebody which 
amounts to a lot of words and nothing 
else unless you are provoked to fight 
about it. 

Yet, I often wished I was a medium 
brownskin color. I imagined that peo- 
ple that color were regarded more high- 
ly than I. To most persons who knew 
me, I thought, I was just another little 
black girl for whom the future was just 
as dark as it was for thousands of 
others like me. 

Not only did I have the question of 
being black to contend with, but there 
was also the fact that I was considered 
nothing much to look at. Several years 
ago, a writer on the New York Herald- 
Tribune wrote this about me: 

“She is not exactly handsome to look 
at, having a toothy face with a flattened 
ski-jump nose, almost oriental eyes and 
a low forehead oppressed by a pile of 
black hair.” 


Brother, that hurt! It was unkind 


’s” most devoted fans are service men and she gets a big kick out of autographing photographs for them and 
hearing them tell her how much they like her singing. Sarah got her first break when she won an amateur contest at Harlem's 
Apollo Theatre. Today, she averages $5,000 a week, has received $4,000 for one night’s work. 








black, his picture might have been com. 
plete. But by now, I am hardened to 
such things, even though they do not 
really intend to be cruel when they say 
them. 

Much more cruel is the kind of ex. 
perience I underwent a few years ago 
in Chicago. I had just gotten on the 
big time and was making my solo debut 
on the stage of the great Chicago 
Theater. I was there through the help 
of Dave Garroway, the famous disc 
jockey. He was one of the four disc 
jockeys who were co-starring in_ the 
stage show and his job was to introduce 
me. 

“Only once in each generation,” he 
was saying as I stood nervously in the 
wings with my husband, George Tread. 
well, “comes a voice like this, one artist 
who brings a new approach, a new way 
of communicating the emotions which 
stir every soul... .” 

His words died out in my hearing as 
my mind swept back over my years of 
struggling to prove that black is no 
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and not calculated to increase my self. 
assurance. If he had added that | was 
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handicap, that beauty is no indication 

of talent. 

There was the great loneliness I ex- 
perienced when I was being put through 
the preparatory grind I had to undergo 
to become a musician. There were the 
doubts as to what I could do with all 
the music I was being taught—theory, 
voice, piano, organ, when right there in 
my home town of Newark, New Jersey, 
many brilliant female musicians were 
cooking in somebody else’s kitchen or 
waiting table in some greasy restaurant 
to earn a living. 

As Dave Garroway kept talking about 
me out there, I saw myself riding the 
crescendo of a mighty melody that 
swept me over the swirling, angry tones 
of racial hatreds. I was waiting to go 
before an audience of 4,000 persons— 
people who would appreciate me for 
what I was; people to whom black was 
no barrier to ability. 

Here was a new world. Absent from 
it was the terrible inferiority complex 
jingle which you have perhaps heard 
many times: 

“When you're right, you’re white; 
when you're yellow you must be mel- 
low; when you're brown, stick around; 
but when you're black, git back—way, 
way back!” 

You still hear it around today. It is a 
familiar theme among some Negroes. 
The idea of it has been put to music 
and you hear it in many hit blues and 
novelty records being sold today .. . 
Black gal, what makes your nappy head 
so hard! Some people know it as Cal- 
donia, Caldonia, what makes your big 
head so hard! Comedians make gags 
about black women and men, talk about 
their “nappy” hair on the stage at such 
theaters as Harlem’s Apollo, Baltimore’s 
Royal, Washington’s Howard. 

You hear it in the night clubs fre- 
quented by Negroes. You hear audiences 
convulse in laughter over this awful 
stereotype based on the color of a per- 
son’s skin. 

But I was past all that. I was on the 
threshold of a brand new future. I was 
in the clear finally. 


I RAN on stage that night as Garro- 

way wound up his terrific introduc- 
tion, overwhelmed by it all. The ap- 
plause was a great wave of sound as | 
made a curt- (Continued on Page 46) 





Sarah’s striking resemblance to her mother, Mrs. Asbury Vaughan, has caused many 
persons to think them sisters. Nation’s No. 1 female vocalist learned words to hymns 


and spirituals from her mother, herself a church choir singer. 





ls 


- ee 


oe 





One of Sarah’s most ardent boosters is ex-heavyweight champion Joe Louis, who gives 
her peck on cheek as reward for song. Once considered an “ugly duckling,” singer had 


teeth straightened, took beauty treatments for complete transformation. 
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AKMO 10 


GROW Ud 


Ann tried so hard to keep forever young that she completely forgot her role 


as wife and mother. 


What made her that way was never realized until her 


doctor examined her. 


oo DAD brought Ann home, he introduced 

her to me as “your new step-mother.” It was 
a sort of joke then—Ann so little and vibrant. Not 
more than twelve or fourteen years older than I 
was. My step-mother! The three of us had a good 
laugh. And Ann, with her pretty bronze face 
brightened by mischievous eyes, had said, “Aren’t 
step-mothers those horrible people who go around 
making life miserable for poor misunderstood 
daughters?” 

Dad and I nodded and laughed again as we re- 
called the kind of step-mother to which Ann was 
referring. It was ridiculous! She went on, “Then 
[ certainly don’t want to be one of those—not even 
in name! Let’s forget the step-mother angle, Babs. 
Let’s you and me be good friends, real good 
friends.” Ann opened her arms and I walked into 
them. I thought it was going to be easy being 
friends with her. 

Dad beamed at the sight of the two of us hugging 
each other happily. It was a grand beginning. I 
was delighted that Dad had decided to re-marry. 
Mother had been dead since I was twelve. I knew 
Dad was lonesome for the kind of companionship 
that only a woman can give a man. A daughter 
can be ever so close to her father, but there are 
bound to be gaps—for both of them. 

Dad was just over forty and life should have just 
been at its best for him. I had every hope that 
Ann would make the years ahead much happier for 
him than the years just past. She could erase or 
dim the memories of mother’s taxing illness, her 
untimely death, and then Dad’s single-handed strug- 
gle to raise me. 

I knew it hadn’t been an easy life for Dad al- 


though he had never once complained or failed 
mother or me. Now that mother was gone and the 
sharp hurt of her loss had become numb, I wanted 
Dad to find happiness with someone else. 

I didn’t know Ann very well. Dad had met her 
when we went to upper Michigan for our usual 
September vacation. The resort was always pretty 
much abandoned at that time of year, and we 
looked forward to having the run of the place, any 
horses we wanted, an uncluttered golf course, the 
lake cool in the brisk September mornings. That 
was where we first saw Ann. 

She came running up the pier dripping water 
and looking for all the world like a water sprite. 
I was an impressionable teen-ager and couldn’t re- 
press the “Golly!” that slipped out as she ran lightly 
by. Her bikini bathing suit was molded to her 
perfect bronzed body, and, as she ran, she took off 
her swimming cap and a mass of shiny hair tumbled 
down around her shoulders. She shook out her 
hair as she ran off the pier and up the hill. I had 
the feeling that she hadn’t even noticed us as she 
went by. 

It was only then that I realized that Dad, stand- 
ing beside me, was as impressed as I. 

“Say, Babs, that was all right, wasn’t it?” His 
eyes were still fixed on the spot where she had gone 
up the hill and disappeared into the hotel. Dad let 
go a low whistle. “I sure would like that for Christ- 
mas!.” he said with a roguish wink. I didn’t know 
then just how prophetic his words were to be. We 
exchanged meaningful looks and ran down the pier 
into the chilly Lake Michigan waters. 

It was nearly lunch time (Continued on Page 55) 














Ann had her arms around his neck as tf 

she were trying to prove something to him 

and to herself. The kiss was long, long 

enough for them to realize something was 
wrong. 


Those full lips of his suddenly merged with mine and 
all the flaming colors of the sunset were caressing me. 
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When love came to Betty, she was gripped by the chilling 

fear that she would have to reveal her racial identity and 

thereby spoil everything. But Steve, she found, had a secret, 
too. 


FELL in love, madly in love, with my 

handsome dancing teacher, but I 
fought against it, panic-stricken, that 
evening last June as I sat in the glamor- 
ized office at the Studio de Dance. I 
knew, and the anguish in my heart knew, 
that I could never marry any man— 
colored or white. 

My conscience battled with me, 
screamed at me: “Betty, you can’t fall 
in love! Your mother comes first! She’s 
counting on you! You're broke! You 
can’t take any lessons! Just because you 
look ‘white’ don’t be a fool—” 

Nervously, I sat facing the hard, 
blonde Miss Van Heusen across her 
chromium desk, and my _ conscience 
forced me to say out loud; “No, I—I 
just came in for the free trial lesson you 
advertise, I’m not sure I could ever learn 
to dance, I just—” But the door opened. 
My life began! 

There he stood! 

All six feet, three inches of him, and 
the first thing I loved about him was 
that heart-warming smile. 

“Mr. Kennedy,” the shifty-eyed Miss 
Van, Heusen said to him, “we have a 
new pupil for you tonight. This is Miss 
Betty Henderson, she’s a model, and a 
stranger in town.” 

“IT hope you'll like Detroit, Miss Hen- 
derson,” he smiled, so warmly that it 
seemed to fill the room—and me! “And 
how long have you been here?” he 
asked. 

“Three weeks, now,” I smiled timidly 


back at him. In all my lonesome life 
no man had ever smiled so nicely, so 
A strange glow came 


It frightened me. 


sincerely at me. 
surging through me. 
Was this love? 

And. these three awful weeks! 
so completely discouraged and down- 
hearted, no job yet, mother’s operation 
to pay for—and the awful loneliness. 
The lonely agony of just wanting some- 
body to talk to. Anybody! 

Sheer desperation tonight, and the 
aching need for companionship, had 
forced me to tear an advertisement out 
of the newspaper. You know the type 
of thing: 

Become Popular Overnight! Meet 
New Friends! Good Times Await the 
Good Dancer! Learn To Do the Rhum- 
ba! Come in for YOUR Free Trial 
Lesson... 

“And where is your home, Miss Hen- 
derson?” he continued. 

‘New York,” I stammered, afraid he 
might now ask why I had come to De- 
troit. I searched frantically to get some 
excuse ready. How could I possibly tell 
him the real reason why Marshall Hunt- 
er had viciously blackmailed me out of 
my job—out of my home—out of my 
dreams? Especially the dream of get- 
ting a little cottage for mother, who had 
slaved to the point of endangering her 
health, so that her “white” daughter 
could “pass.” 

“Why, I’ve always thought all beau- 
tiful New York models would be won- 
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derful dancers,” Mr. Kennedy said, 
easily. 

“Yes, I suppose, but I—I never had 
a chance to learn.” I felt foolish. I 
hadn’t counted on meeting a man like 
this. I looked down at the crumpled ad- 
vertisement trembling in my gloved fin- 


gers, and I murmured, “I—I’ve always 


Heusen’s claw-like hand on my arm 
brought me back from the clouds where 
I’d been drifting, and I rose. “I'll be 
in at the end of the hour to see how 
you're progressing,” she said. 

I was actually floating, as he led me 
along corridors decorated like Holly- 
wood, and through the laughing crowds 


Betty knew that Steve danced divinely and that she was 


madly in love with him. 


She didn’t know, however, 


that his secret was the same as hers. 


been so tall that I—I never was asked 
to a dance by any of the kids at high 
school.” 

“Well, if I’d been a kid at your high 
school I’d have asked you—” he stopped 
abruptly. I began hating Miss Van 
Heusen and her serpent-eyed smile for 
standing up and interrupting him at that 
moment. He said, very business-like, “I 
hope you'll enjoy learning to dance. 
Now, Miss Henderson, come with me.” 

He seemed so big, and so REAL, and 
suddenly I just knew I had to have some 
lessons with him. Just that one free 
trial lesson. Nothing could ever come 
of it. Never! But I must! NOW! 

Those full lips of his suddenly quirked 
up at the corners, with a boyish playful- 
ness, and revealed the most beautiful 
teeth I’ve ever seen. I could almost taste 
the glory of that man-smile! And all the 
more tantalizing because he wasn’t even 
aware of the attraction it held. 

A strange, never-before-experienced 
tingling raced through me from head to 
toe. Those strong, steady, laughing 
brown eyes—a well-cut, teal-blue suit 
that tried to mask a magnificent pair of 
shoulders. 


SCARCELY noticed the ominous 

glint in Miss Van Heusen’s eyes, 
though somehow they reminded me of 
Marshall Hunter, and his blackmailing 
sister, Stella. 1 was too entranced by 
Mr. Kennedy as he approached me at 
the desk. 

How long I sat smiling into his eyes, 
I’ll never know. I could hear her voice 

way off — somewhere — “give Miss 
Henderson a good lesson—we want to 
sign her up—take Studio 7.” Miss Van 
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changing classes, because everybody had 
a smile and a nod and a wave for him. 
There were hurried, “Can you crowd in 
an extra tango lesson for me Tuesday, 
Mr. Kennedy?” and “Save me one, 
please one samba at thé late ballroom 
session tonight?” Even the other teach- 
ers took time for a friendly “Hi, Ken- 
nedy!” For some reason, I was sud- 
denly very proud of him. 

“Here we are, Studio 7,” he grinned, 
as he ushered me into a modern-pan- 
elled room with two solid walls of mir- 
ror. He closed the door, and though it 
contained a large plate-glass section, I 
blushed. I had never before been alone 
in a room with a man I liked. Music 
floated in from somewhere. 

“We use a channel system for the 
music, here,” he explained easily, point- 
ing to a grille-work outlet in the pan- 
elling. “Which type of dance do you 
like best, Miss Henderson?” 

“Well—a—a waltz, I guess. I suppose 
it’s the easiest, isn’t it? I’m afraid I 
just wanted to—” 

“Now, now,” he smiled, “people are 
always nervous when they first come in. 
If you were an expert dancer, you 
wouldn’t bother coming here for lessons, 
would you, Miss Henderson?” 

“No, I—I guess I wouldn't,” I 
laughed, and realized how quickly he 
was putting me at ease. I blessed him 
for his considerate treatment. 

“We'll start right in on a waltz, then,” 
he said. “Now this is very easy, and 
you'll find it’s fun. Let me demonstrate 
once. Just step back on your right foot, 
like this—” 

By the time he had demonstrated the 
foot movements a couple of times, and 








had me try it, working behind him so | 
could see the foot positions, I was com. 
pletely relaxed. I couldn’t help but no. 
tice the easy, natural grace and smooth. 
ness of his movement; and I couldn’t 
help but admire the curving bulge of 
those muscles beneath that suit. 

The nervousness had all gone, and, in 
its place, a strange exhilaration pos. 
sessed me. It was easy, the way he 
explained it, and I was quite pleased 
with myself. 

He was checking me in the mirrors, 
“No, bring your left foot in beside your 
right, before you step to the left. There! 
Now you've got it.” After a few more 
tries, he switched on some waltz music, 
“You just keep doing that, that’s the 
girl’s part, and now I'll lead you 
through it.” 

He faced me, and placed his right 
hand on my back, as I hesitantly placed 
my hand on his shoulder. But when the 
bare palm of his left hand touched my 
right palm I quivered. I lifted my gaze 
and let it linger on those lips. I was 
afraid to look up into his eyes. And I 
thought to myself: If this man should 
kiss me at this moment, I’m sure I’d 
swoon away like some silly little bobby- 
soxer. 

While I stood there in the pulsating 
circle of his arms, the pressure tightened 
in both his hands as he started to lead 
me, and he smiled, “Now don’t be nerv- 
ous. Step back on your right foot—” 

As his left foot glided forward, his leg 
touched mine. And I almost did swoon 
away. 

So this was waltzing! No wonder so 
many people danced! What I’d been 
missing all these years! I wasn’t sure 
whether it was the dreamy, flowing mu- 
sic or Mr. Kennedy—but I was away off 
somewhere in a cloud-heaven—and that 
sensation was throbbing all through me 
again! 

At the end of three waltz records he 
looked at the clock and said, “I hadn’t 
realized we’d spent so much time on that 
waltz. We'd better get on with some- 
thing else. A rhumba perhaps? Now 
here we are working with a different 
rhythm.” 

I scarcely heard his words, just 
feasted my eyes on him, but I did try 
to emulate his instructions and the first 
thing I knew, Miss Van Heusen came 
slithering into the room. “Well, how 
is our new pupil progressing, Mr. Ken- 
nedy. “Oh, (Continued on Page 61) 
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HEN MARCH rushes in like the proverbial lion, everyone hopes it will 


go out like a lamb, as this would be a sign that winter is over and spring 
with sunshine and flowers is not too far behind. This is the time of the year 
when homemakers and mothers feel that the house is dull, dirty and dingy, 
and they can hardly wait for spring cleaning days to brighten up their entire 


outlook. Buying new accessories for the home, such as lamps, draperies, rugs 
and curtains also helps give the home a brighter outlook. 

The stores are full of new furnishings of interesting design and new fabrics 
that will add sparkle and brilliance to the interior, and brighten up the whole 
house. Plan new and lighter foods, try new recipes and see what the family 
has to say. Try some of the tasty new ideas in your kitchen and watch the 
entire family beam and lose the “in between” blues that March brings. 


a4 ' — ae 


a 





Orange and Shrimp Salad Bowl 
Line 1 section of salad bowl with lettuce. Mix 2 lbs. shrimp (re- 
erve enough for garnish), 2 cups diced celery, 4 hard-cooked eggs, 
« cup chopped sweet pickles, 2 thsps. lemon juice, 2 tbsps. chopped 
mento, 1 tsp. salt, 4% cup lemon mayonnaise. Line other section 
f bowl with lettuce and fill with 4 cups orange slices. 


Tart Tuna Salad 


Shred 1 cup tuna. Peel 1 lemon and cut in small pieces, saving juice, 
Extract juice of another lemon. Combine with 4 small diced pickles, 
¥% cup diced celery and 2 hard-cooked chopped eggs. Add salt to taste 
and mayonnaise to blend. Line salad servers with lettuce, fill with salad, 
and top with sprigs of watercress and lemon slice. 


Colorful Salad Plate 

Green, brown and gold colors are featured in this delicious, eye-appealing salad plate. Orange 
slices, pecan meats, lettuce and watercress provide an attractive contrast in color and flavor. 
Salad fanciers find it a welcome change from the more usual fruit salads. 
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Orange Berry Lanteon Salad 
Line plates with crisp greens. Arrange 2 rows of orange slices, and place strawberries be- 
tween. If the family prefers other fruits, try banana chunks or grapes. 


Versatile Oranges 


OLORFUL, 
versatile that no well-stocked pantry 
This fruit fits the 
diet of every age and taste. Whether 
served sliced or sectional—cooked or 


luscious oranges are so 


is ever without them. 


juiced—the golden orange also blends 
well with other fruits. 


Orange Chiffon Cake 
Sift 24% cups cake flour, 144 cups sugar, 3 
tsps. baking powder, 1 tsp. salt. Make well in 
center, add % cup oil, 5 unbeaten egg yolks, 


juice 2 oranges, plus water to make “4 cup, 2 
tbsps. grated orange peel. Beat with spoon. 
Whip 8 egg whites ‘and ¥4 4 tsp. cream of tartar 
until whites form stiff pe vaks. Blend egg yolk 
mixture with whipped egg whites, do not stir. 
Pour into ungreased tube pan and bake 65 to 
70 minutes in preheated 325° F. oven. 


In a lunch for dad or the kids, or for 
parties, picnics or snacks, oranges are a 
must. Some of the tastiest cakes, pies 
and other desserts are made with them 
and they may be combined with vege- 
tables or used plain in salads. The juice 
lends savor to meats, fowl and fish. 





Orange Pumpkin Pie 

Beat 3 eggs in large bowl and blend in mix- 
ture of % cup each, white and brown sugar, 
% tsp. each of salt, nutmeg, allspice, and 1 
tsp. cinnamon. Add 1% cups cooked pump- 
kin, 1 tbsp. grated orange peel and % cup 
orange juice. Stir in 1 cup evaporated milk 
and turn mixture into pastry-lined tin. Bake 
in 450° F. oven for 10 minutes, then in 350° 
F. oven for 35-40 minutes until knife comes 
out clean. Serve warm, with cheese on top. 
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BROILED 


COST ONLY PENNIES PER SERVING! 
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Broiled Deviled Main ; 
2 cans Maine Sardines (3% ©2- size) 
1 teaspoon Worcestershire sauce 
blespoon lemon juice 
; a ~aocut ed toast, halved 
Ys cup grated American cheese P 
ace 
tershire and lemon ivice. 
a “tordiese on toast. Sprinkle —. 
mixture over sardines, top i = 
Broil slowly until chews melts. 
pimiento. Serves 


Re 











The flavor-packed goodness of tender, appe- 
tizing Maine Sardines pleases even the most 
jaded palate. 

Penny for penny, Maine Sardines give 
you more body-building Amino-Protein than 
any other food! 

Mamie Sardines are packed under rigid 
Government inspection in purest vegetable 
salad oils, tomato and mustard sauces... by 
26 companies in 47 modern sanitary plants. 

For flavorful main course meals serve 


Maine Sardines regularly . . . high in nu- 
trition, low in cost. 
FREE! 
from the land of 


good eating. 62 
Maine Sardine 
taste-tested reci- 


Compare the low cost 
pes, plus full-color 


of Maine Sordines with 














other high protein foods. photographs. 

2 Saas enasweonaeey 
! Maine Sardine Industry, R-i | 
: Augusta, Maine ; 
H Please send me a copy of the new ! 
| Maine Sardine Recipe Book. ' 
' Name H 
: Address : 
1 City State i 
Lemme ee eee eee e ee ee esos seen 


THE HIGH AMINO-PROTEIN FOOD 


AT LOW COST! 
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nense living room in home of Dr. and Mrs. Melvin Fowler of Detroit, is dominated by marble fireplace, imported from Italy. 
furniture is English-type mahogany, upholstered in blue, gray and green. Maroon velvet carpeting complements the stenciled 
white-and-silver wallpaper. Imported scatter rugs are shown on floor and 100-year-old seascape hangs over mantel. 


RB 


Lived-In 


Rooms Put 
Guests At 
Their Ease 


: ei. 7 : a % 
wcious 14-room Foster home in Detroit’s popular Arden Park is white stucco with 
ictive green shutters. The house is surrounded by ample grounds and the back 
s roomy and artistically landscaped. Well-clipped hedges add to beauty. 
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Hand-carved china chest in dining room is highly 
polished solid mahogany with elegant detail. The 
hostess chair has matching carved legs. 


HEN GUESTS enter Melvin Fowler’s Eng- 

lish-type home in Detroit, they immediately 
feel an air of warm hospitality. Each of the 14 
rooms is done in excellent taste, with period 
motif throughout. In keeping with the Fowlers’ 
motto to “enjoy every room,” all are designed to 
give that “lived-in” feeling. 

The first floor, lovely in its entirety, boasts of 
many imports. Over the Italian marble fireplace 
hangs a 100-year-old seascape and another of the 
room’s conversation pieces is a hand-painted gold 
and china lamp, showing birds in flight. Collect- 
ing bric-a-brac is one of Mrs. Fowler’s hobbies 
and the living room contains several china, silver 
and crystal pieces which are considered collec- 
tor’s items. 

Hand-carved mahogany furniture from the 
Georgian period is found in the dining room. 
The chairs have interesting designs of red on 
beige to pick up the tone in the upper walls. Dr. 
Fowler’s smart, well-equipped study—“just for a 
man” —is also on this floor. 

The upstairs bedrooms contain classic French 
provincial furniture in oyster white, trimmed in 
gold. Mrs. Fowler’s boudoir is done in rose and 


blue. 
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Dining room is spacious and light with wood-panelled walls which blend with 
the furniture. Mahogany breakfront and matching oval table are ornately 
carved. Satin draperies of green and burnt sienna blend with the sarouk rug. 





Sun porch is tiled in red and black and hung with panel arrangement of 
beige silk rep with hand painted flowers. Modern rattan furniture is simple 
and covered with pale green rep. Red Nubian heads accent lighting. 






Skirts And 
Stoles 


ASHIONS for the spring of 1953 

show the “separates” idea booming 
New creations in skirts and stoles come 
in pastel flannels, tweedy fabrics and 
basketweave wool. 

Most of the new spring skirts wil 
follow the straight or modified flare lines 
in wool. Since the doll-waisted or 
“pinched-in” look at the waistline is stil] 
so popular, skirts are tapered with full. 
é: ness from the hipline down. 

} | | \ ft French showings advocate a smartly. 
Ht\ 























if 
i NY wrapped type skirt that will not flare 
open at the back. There will be many 
versions of this skirt style shown, since 
this particular style is easy to wear, and 
easy to get in and out of. 

After a trip to Paris and Rome for ) 
the fashion showings, Oteal Elliott, Chi- ( 
cago dress designer, has created a col- 
lection of European-influenced styles in 
skirts and stoles within budget reach of 
milady. Showing all types of skirts that 
carry out the slim waistline motif, Mrs. 
Elliott has added extra smart detailing 


in pockets and trimmings. , 






Flared wrap-around 
skirt of imported 
wool, with grey and 
yellow overplaid, has 
large flap pocket, and 
a full length sash tied 
in back. Grey wool 
stole is featured with 
skirt. Price of skirt: 
$30. 

















Smart skirt of rayon 
and wool mixture has 
straight, slimming 
lines. Inverted front 
pleats are laced with 
long ties which hang 
inside pleats. Skirt 
can be worn with any 
type blouse. Price: 
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Straight skirt in wool stripe wraps to side Black and white tweed skirt of heavy 
with back buttons. Brown wool stole has  basket-weave has smartly-styled :round 
looped fringe. Skirt: $15; stole, $19. pocket and bias self-trimming. Price: $15. 
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Wrap-around skirt has smart side-back fastening. Skirt has a full wrap so it will not 
flare open. Buttons are self covered and material is unusual duo-toned purple stripe. 
Stunning cape-like stole made to match the skirt has full flare-back and is lined 
throughout in matching crepe. Price: $35. 






Party and cocktail skirts of taffeta are full 
and flared, with a slimming effect over the 
hip-line. Made to wear with the new trend 
of attractive little jersey blouses, the skirts 
are simple, yet elegantly styled. Deep 
pockets add a smart touch. Price: $19. 








wae 


~~ 


Like adults, children have their problems, too, and frequently need the aid of a competent psychiatrist. 


¢ 


Children Need Psychiatry, Too 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics, Northwestern University 


( ‘ ROWN-UPS ARE not the only ones visiting psychiatrists 
these days. Parents are taking their children to psy- 
hiatrists, seeking to curb young fears, disturbances, and 
riad other problems which worry parents, the older of 
ese children, teachers, relatives, and friends. 
it is no longer rare to see children varying in ages from 
ree to 18 years making regular visits to psychiatric cen- 
where they are observed and given psychiatric therapy. 
most all of them are treated as “out-patients”; that is, 
1ey go in and leave the same day. 
(he importance of psychiatric centers for children has 
en stressed by Dr. Wilbur Miller, director of Psychopathic 
pital, lowa City, la. 
Child behavior is an important area today,” he says. 
he discovery and correction of emotional problems in 
young will mean greater mental health in the years 
ead , 
\ single case illustrates Dr. Miller’s point. 
\n eight-year-old boy, whom we shall call Billy, had 





progressed well through the first and second grades. But, 
during his third term, he became irritable, aggressive, and 
quarrelsome and frequently complained of sharp pains in 
his stomach. He suffered these pains, oddly, in the morning, 
just before schooltime. Subsequently, he declared that he 
was not going to school any more. He was ill, he said. 

Alarmed, his parents took him to a hospital, where his case 
was diagnosed as appendicitis. His appendix was removed, 
but the pains continued. Finally, the parents consulted a 
psychiatrist, who conducted lengthy interviews then re- 
ported that Billy was the victim of fear. He said that older 
boys at school had bullied Billy. Since he had no knowl- 
edge of sex, he was also upset by naughty talk of the older 
boys. And, since his parents were stern, he had used illness 
to escape his “troubles.” 

That the diagnosis was correct was proven after Billy was 
enrolled in another school. He quickly adjusted himself, 


and complained no more of pains. 
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| Most youngsters with problems fall 





| 


into one of five groups: 1) the mentally 
retarded; 2) those with reading dis- 
ability; 3) the neurotic; 4) the delin- 
quent ; and 5) those who have devel- 
oped a psychosis, a rare occurrence in 
children. 

Disturbances based on a dread of 
school are fairly common among chil- 
dren. 

Children frequently are upset when a 
baby is born, a problem which can be 
averted if parents will consider feelings 
of older children and plan well in ad- 
vance of births. The older child who is 
presented a “new” sister or brother 
without forewarning, will become jeal- 
ous. Unless he has been prepared, he 
may come to hate the baby, to sulk, 
brood, and plan “revenge.” This, how- 
ever, should not be construed as “bad- 
ness.” It is the jealousy of love. The 
older child sees the baby as a competi- 
tor for parental affections on which he 
formerly held a monopoly. In extreme 
cases, older children have suffered phys- 
ical and psychological impairments be- 
cause parents did not properly pre- 
pare them for the coming of babies. In 
other cases, the older children have be- 
come violent with the babies. There 
was, for instance, the case of the young- 
ster who placed his baby sister on a hot 
radiator and held her there until she 
was severely burned. 

Parents can prevent or at least large- 
ly solve this problem if they will con- 
tinually assure the older child that he is 
loved just as much as he was before the 
baby was born, and by making him 
feel a kinship to the infant. 

Unfortunately, there are not enough 
clinics or centers devoted to the psy- 
chiatric problems of youngsters and 
many parents are thus unable to get at 
the root of these problems before they 


have done much damage. All of us have. 


heard stories of delinquents who might 
have lived normal lives had someone 
recognized their problem for what it 
was at its inception. 

On the other hand, parents should 
not become unduly alarmed at the first 
“idiosyncrasy” of a child. For instance, 
when a child ordinarily complains of a 
pain in the stomach, he has a pain in 
the stomach. If early measures do not 
cure it, then a physician should be con- 
sulted. He, (Continued on Page 79) 
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HEALTH 


{ person with a cold should go to a doctor, because it might turn into pneumonia or tuberculosis. Penicillin will bring relief. 


The Common Cold 


'O DISEASE is surrounded by as 
many superstitions, fallacies, and 
\isbeliefs as is the common cold. This 
due to the fact that the sufferers from 
unpleasant illness, which at one 
me or another has included everyone 
every part of the world, blindly grope 

r a remedy to relieve them but which 

e medical profession, with all its pro- 
essional scientific resources, is unable 

give. 

With most other illnesses, recourse to 
he doctor will be rewarded by advice 
hat will, with various degrees of suc- 

favorably influence the disease. 
ot so with the common cold. Most 


b-} 


By Dr. Julian H. Lewis 


Author cf “The Biology Of The Negro” 


doctors, if pressed hard enough, will 
candidly admit that they can prescribe 
nothing that will in the least affect a 
cold. 

If you don’t believe this, the next 
time you see your own doctor with a 
cold, observe whether it is less severe 
or lasts a shorter time than your own. 
There is a story, well-known among 
doctors, about a physician who told his 
patient with a cold, “If you take my 
treatment, you will get well in seven 
days, if you don’t, it is liable to last a 
week.” 

Of course the doctor will prescribe 


medicine for a cold, mainly because his 


patients insist that he does and because 
he can give you something that will 
make you feel better but which will not 
otherwise influence the disease. 

The first thing that everyone should 
know about a cold is that it is an in- 
fection and that it is contagious. For 
that reason, a person with a cold is a 
source of danger to those with whom 
he comes in contact. A cold is caused 
by a virus, a kind of a germ that is so 
small that it cannot be seen even with 
a powerful microscope. It breeds in the 
mouth, nose and throat of those in- 
fected. 

Whenever the victim sneezes, coughs, 
blows his nose, (Continued on Page 78) 
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sey to Dave, my very good friend, and 
then flung out my arms to the audience. I 
was aglow with love for every person in it. 
They had made me happy, made me feel 
as though I was wanted and, in return, all 
I had to give them was a song. 

I could catch glimpses of my sheer 
white gown shimmering in the pinpoint of 
the spotlight. 

Tonight I was the Light, the rest of the 
world represented darkness. I felt like a 
vibrant, spiritual being as I stood before 
my unseen audience. Then without warn- 
ing, an object whizzed across the whiteness 
of the spotlight and smashed against my 
temple. It staggered me. I almost tumbled 
to the floor. 

Looking down unbelievably, I saw a 
crimson stain slowly spreading over my 
white gown. In horror, I felt as if I had 
been wounded by a bullet, although there 
was no pain except the sharp sting of that 
first impact against my head. I let my fin- 
ger touch the dripping red stuff. It came 
away and I saw what it was. Not blood, 
but the juice of an overripe tomato. 

Suddenly, I wanted to run away—to 
keep running until I fell from exhaustion. 
{ll thought of song was washed from my 
mind by that ugly, dripping ooze from that 
first tomato. 

The fusillade began in earnest. One to- 
mato struck my hip. Some fell short of me 
and burst with a nasty sound on the pol- 
ished floor of the stage. The electrician in 
the booth upstairs angrily swung the spot- 
light off me and turned it into the audi- 
ence, trying to pinpoint, to search out the 
hoodlums who were humiliating me. 

But like all such hecklers, they coward- 
ly dodged the beam and as theater alarm 
bells began ringing, they scrambled out of 
their seats and made for the fire exits. 

In the confusion and uproar I could 
hear the voice of Dave Garroway as if from 
a distance, booming: “Lights! Turn on 
the lights!” They came on and trans- 
formed the night of the theater into day. 
\s I stumbled toward the wings, weeping 
hysterically, I looked out on the rows of 
faces, overwhelmingly white. Over me 
stole a feeling, the inevitability of the fate 
one black must accept. 

I had thought I had completely sur- 
mounted the terrible sensation that color 
can bring . . . the self-consciousness that 
tells you that you are black and because of 
it you must always wait at the end of the 
line... the last go-round . . . for you, 
the crumbs from the table of opportunity 
and over it all, the crashing cymbals and 


blare of horns as the thousand-voiced 
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the theme, You’re Black, Sarah, You’re 
Black, Sarah; Stay Back, Sarah, Stay 
Back! 

My husband George held me in his 
arms, a frightened, broken creature, de- 
moralized, hope gone, ambition thwarted. 

My heart throbbed with pain as I clung 
to him. He was my harbor of refuge and 
I was the storm-tossed little boat that had 
tried to cross a great sea. 

From a distance, I heard a voice. Slowly 
it came into my realization that it was 
Dave Garroway’s. He was out front talk- 
ing into the microphone. 

“Yes,” he was saying in a voice dripping 
with bitterness, “now you know. Now you 
have seen in capsule form the hate that 
pours poison into the heart of America. It 
started the last war, and even now, it’s 
starting the next. 

“Last night,” he went on, his words fi- 
nally making sense in my emotion-rattled 
brain, “a bunch of hoodlums stormed the 
stage door, shouting, ‘We'll show you you 
can’t hire niggers.’ Today they stop you 
from enjoying a great artist. Tomorrow, if 
you don’t halt them, hate like this, mag- 
nified into war, will kill you and your 
children, too.” 

Then I heard the voices from out front 
answering him. They had timbre in them 
and an all-conquering harmony. From a 
low, scattered chant, they mounted into the 
triumphant, crashing crescendoes, break- 
ing over the barriers of all the things a 
black person fears . . . the reefs of color, 
the bars of hate, the closed door. 

“We want Sarah! We want Sarah!” 

Row after row took it up. It mounted to 
the mezzanine and up, up into the bal- 
conies until the theater reverberated with 
the chant. 

“Bring back Sarah!” 

From lifelessness, I felt my body stiffen- 
ing. George’s arms fell from me. I stood 
erect. A warm glow stole over me. My 
blood quickened from a slow ebbing to the 
pounding, joyous coursing one experiences 
when granted a sudden reprieve from dis- 
grace or what can amount to death. 

Then they came up on each side of me, 
the other disc jockeys—Ernie Simon, Linn 
Burton, Eddie Hubbard, Dave. Like a mili- 
tary escort they led me back on the stage. 

For fully five minutes I stood there un- 
able to open my mouth as the audience 
cheered as if I were some black Joan of 
Arc. From somewhere my mind picked up 
a story I had once heard about Roland 
Hayes, the world-famous Negro tenor. He 
had gone through something of the same. 

It was in Germany at the Berlinplatz. 
No Negro before then had ever presumed 
to be good enough to sing German lieder 
in Germany. Just to think it, was a sacri- 
lege. And this was before Hitler, in the 
days of Kaiser Wilhelm. But there was 
the lonely Roland Hayes standing before 
thousands of hostile Germans affronted by 
the idea that a schwartzer was going to 
violate the perfect Caucasian traditions of 
the immortal Wagner. 


gremlin choir screams the high notes of 


Tomatoes, cabbages, eggs and other ob. 
jects splattered Hayes for almost half ap 
hour before the audience quieted down 
finally and permitted him to sing. When 
he finished, he was a national hero. 

The memory of the story was vivid jp 
my mind as I managed a. bow. I they 
nodded to the orchestra leader. I opened 
my mouth to sing but nothing came out, 
In tears, I again ran off the stage. 

“Take me off,” I begged Garroway. “I’l| 
never sing again,” I told him. 

“T’ll show you what Chicago thinks 
about you,” he told me. He did, that 
night he told his radio audience what had 
taken place. The next morning I was un. 
able to get into my dressing room for the 
deluge of flowers, the telegrams, the let. 
ters. 

That was what sent me back on that 
stage the next afternoon. That was what 
bulwarked my pride and stimulated my 
courage enough for me to go out there 
and sing. I know what it did for me, 
Those who heard me that afternoon and 
during the rest of my engagement also 
know what it did for them. I did not sing 
German lieder to them, but I did sing 
what was in my heart. 

But even now, I sometimes have to fight 
off the depressing feeling that I am day. 
dreaming, that a pinch will awaken me to 
the bitter realization that I am not what | 
am but a black little “ugly duckling” 
wandering around in a palace. 

It is a feeling many black persons have 
often felt. Then your mirror becomes 
your worst enemy. It is the medium that 
generates the disgust in your soul for be- 
ing the color you are. 

It is also the continual reminder that 
your chances in anything—love, business, 
career—are all behind this eight-ball 
color. 

All my life, I have been a dreamer. | 
have so many things to think about. I find 
myself continually lost in reverie. It dates 
from my childhood. There were so many 
things I wanted .. . things all children 
yearn for—pretty clothes, wealth, nice 
friends, above all, to be beautiful. I be- 
lieved in the fairy stories I read until | 
was suddenly and rudely disillusioned. 

I was a prisoner in the turret tower of 
a castle. I looked out the narrow window 
every day for my fairy prince to come to 
my rescue. He finally did come riding 
down the road astride a white charger like 
a Sir Galahad. After he had killed every- 
body in the castle, he slung me up in his 
saddle in front of him, rode across the 
drawbridge and started to gallop away. | 
turned to face him, t. have him embrace 
me. He looked at me with startled eyes. 

“Why,” he shouted, “you’re black!” 
Without a word, he pushed me from the 
saddle. As I rolled over on the ground, | 
saw him riding swiftly out of my dream 
never again to return. 

Such dreams have also been my night 
mares. I sometimes find myself in them 
on a stage dressed in some beautiful ma- 
terial. My hair is wonderful. I am heav- 
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tiful. There is a 500-piece orchestra in the 
background and Toscanini is directing. 

Before me are spread row on row, 50,- 
000 persons who paid $25 each to hear me 
sing. They sit in rapt silence as my voice 
wafts clear and strong over the stadium. 
When I am through, the applause is sooth- 
ing to hear. They throng around me, 
crush me as they fight to touch me. 

“She is wonderful,” I hear someone say. 

“She’s really terrific,” says someone else. 

“Such singing could only come from the 
voice of an angel,” a woman whispers in 
my ear. 

“But she’s only an ugly, little black 
girl,” 1 hear someone else remark. 

Turning, I see the person who said it. 
She is a light-skinned girl holding onto the 
arm of a handsome light-complexioned 
young man, She is haughty as she gives 
me a supercilious once-over as though I 
am plain dirt. 

I feel the venom of her stare and sud- 
denly feel old and tired, wilted, and there 
is nothing I would like better than to 
craw] away into some dark hole, there to 
curl up and die. Then Chicago comes to 
mind again, washing away all thoughts of 
defeat, all ideas of not really belonging, 
being accepted for what I am. 


ND WHEN I think back, mine is truly, 

in many ways, a Cinderella story and I 
still am in that dream palace. 

My story began in Newark on March 
27, 1924. My parents were hard-working 
people trying to make a living in a north- 
ern town that bustled with all kinds of 
people—all colors, all. races, all fighting 
to get ahead and out of the ghettos where 
life seems so purposeless. 

My parents had their answer to the ten- 
dency of many other persons to give up 
the struggle and go at it like a dog-eat-dog 
proposition. Both were extremely religious. 

Both loved music. Not the kind I sing 
today, but the music of God. 

My mother sang in the church choir. 
My father, a carpenter, liked to play the 
guitar and sing the songs of his child- 
hood. It was natural that I should be 
musical. 

When I was a tot, I was mumbling the 
words to hymns and spirituals I heard my 
mother sing. Under this influence, I 
learned to play the organ and piano and 
the proudest day in my mother’s life, I 
think, was the Sunday when she intro- 
duced me as organist at church. 

For eight years I studied music, ma- 
jored in it at Newark’s Arts High School. 
There I played piano in the school bands 
and learned something that has been most 
valuable to me—the art of taking music 
apart and analyzing the notes and then 
putting them together again. This was 
and still is the most fascinating part of my 
musical life. Through it I learned to sing 
differently from all the others and it has 
been the reason why I am considered 
unique among today’s singers. 

I also learned in those days that color 


has a lot to do with the mental makeup of 
one seeking a career in the entertainment 
world. 

I am not going to lie and say I had no 
friends when I was coming up in Newark. 
I had many and they were not all black. 
Many of them sincerely liked me. A 
group of them were responsible for my 
getting launched on my career as a singer. 

I had sung occasionally at parties and 
played and sang at the First Mt. Zion Bap- 
tist Church in Newark where I was or- 
ganist. Nevertheless, I never took such 
singing seriously. I had no idea I could 
make a name and fortune for myself in 
that line. If I ever considered trying to 
earn a living from my music it was prob- 
ably based on the vague notion of eventu- 
ally becoming a choir director. 

Since classical music, instrumental and 
vocal, is a limited field, it was stretching 
the imagination to think of blending my 
background into jazz and popular music. 
Even were I to do so, I was too shy and 
conscious of my color and looks to push 
the idea further. 

It was not left to me, however. Some 
of my friends sold me on the idea of try- 
ing my luck in the weekly amateur con- 
test at the Apollo Theater in Harlem. I 
had heard many dark-skinned girls sing 
there; girls on the big time like Ella 
Fitzgerald who got her start at the Apollo 
as an amateur hour winner. 

Together with Maxine Sullivan, Dinah 
Washington, Mable Scott, and others, they 
did not seem to be worrying about their 
color keeping them back. 

It is now history how I walked nervous- 
ly onto the stage that night of April 3 in 
1943 and failed to plant the traditional 
kiss on the stump of the lucky “Tree of 
Hope.” All I knew was that I was a 
nondescript little black choir girl from Mt. 
Zion Baptist Church making a fool out of 
herself in a Harlem theater. 

I also had a bit of comfort, terrifying to 
a certain extent, that I was on the same 
program with Ella Fitzgerald, my idol, and 
the Cootie Williams orchestra. 

I had plenty of company my color that 
night when I sang Body and Soul to win 
first prize. 

Two persons saw beyond my looks after 
that and probed for the talent hidden be- 
hind them. The first was a young trumpet 
player from New Rochelle named George 
Treadwell. The second was Earl (Fatha) 
Hines with whose band I worked my first 
professional theater engagement. 

Earl Hines is a wonderful man. So 
many young fledglings in the entertain- 
ment world owe their very existence to 
him. Billy Eckstine who was singing 
with his band, and I often talked about 
how Earl gave us both a break as he had 
Arthur Lee Simpkins, Ida James, and 
Johnny Hartman, to name but a few. 

Earl offered me a job with his band 
after that week at the Apollo, but I could 
not believe he was on the level. Me? 
Little black, buck toothed Sarah Vaughan 


singing with the great Earl Hines orches- 
tra in company with Billy Eckstine! 

But it was so. Hines was sincere about 
it all the way. He went with me to help 
me buy my first gowns for the stage. He 
had two pianos so we could play double 
piano and he took great pride in introduc- 
ing me to audiences as his “new find.” 

I was with Earl for a year during which 
time I learned a lot from Billy Eckstine 
who was one of the big influences on my 
singing style. 

It was two years later when I really 
came to know George Treadwell. I was 
booked into Cafe Society, Downtown, in 
New York’s Greenwich Village. George 
was working there. 

I was still the unglamorous little black 
girl from Newark in a strange world where 
people applauded me and considered me 
not great but odd for the manner in which 
I did things musically. 

I still cannot see what interested George 
in me at the time, but he later told me he 
had missed his trumpet parts and had 
fouled up notes behind me because he 
“just fell hard” for me. He began talk- 
ing to me, telling me things, helping me to 
build confidence where that old color 
bugaboo was pulling to keep me abashed 
and shy. 

“Color hasn’t a thing to do with talent,” 
he would say. “Just you forget all about 
it and go out there and make them like 
you. I think you’re good looking. I’m 
color blind and it doesn’t mean a thing to 
me. You're wonderful people, Sarah. 
Listen to me and I’ll make you the great- 
est singer in the business.” 

I listened to him. At first, it still did 
not make sense, for he was asking me to 
make myself believe I am not black and 
that I was attractive. My dressing room 
mirror told me another story. The same 
old story: 

“You're black, Sarah. Why keep pre- 
tending, trying to fool yourself? Those 
people out there just tolerate you. Per- 
haps, they do like to hear your crazy way 
of singing. But that’s just a passing 
fancy. Black girls belong in people’s 
kitchens, hidden out of the way.” 

But I soon found I was mistaken. One 
night after work, George knocked on my 
dressing room door and came in. 

“Look, Sassy,” calling me by his nick- 
name for me, “I got $8,000, here all in 
cash. It’s all the money I’ve got in the 
world. Know what I’m going to do with 
it? I’m taking two dollars of it to buy a 
marriage license with. The other is going 
to be put behind Mrs. Sarah Vaughan 
Treadwell, When I get through with you, 
I'll bet you won’t know yourself. You 
for it?” 

I had to be. The man was talking from 
his heart. That was when I began for- 
getting my color and looking forward to a 
future in which it would not count. 

After we were married, on September 
17, 1946, in New York, George spent the 
remaining $7,998 of his life’s savings on 
gowns, special arrangements and a voice 
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coach for me. One day later on, he came 
home and told me to get ready to go out. 
I had stopped asking him where he was 
taking me or the reason why. We went 
to a dentist. From there we went to a 
beauty specialist. 

I looked in my mirror again several 
months later. J was startled. I hardly 
knew the person staring wide-eyed back 
at me. The buck teeth were gone. My 
face had undergone an unbelievable trans- 
formation. Nowhere in that image could 
I see the little black girl of yesterday 
whose fear of her color and homeliness 
had almost turned her into an introvert. 

My figure was streamlined as a result of 
massaging and beauty treatments. My 
hair had been trained, finger-waved and 
done up in such a manner that I could 
hardly recognize it. 

The elocution lessons George had paid 
for completed the metamorphosis. I was 
a changed person. Completely. Finan- 
cially and mentally I was divorced from 
the original Sarah Vaughan, and George 
had done it all for me. 

He quit playing and became my man- 
ager, my agent, arranger and valet as 
well my husband. 

“Now I’ve got to show you how to make 
some money,” he told me. I had thought 
the $5,000 a year I was earning as I 
grubbed around Greenwich Village and 
Broadway music joints, all the money in 
the world. I was used to grabbing eager- 
ily at $100-a-week jobs handed me by shy- 
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lock agents for I was hungry for work and 
did not always consider what I might get 
if I stifled my eagerness and made people 
eally want me. 

With George showing me how, I earn to- 
day $5,000 in an average week. I have 


| grossed in the five years since he took me 


over, close to $1 million not including 
what I have earned from _ recordings. 
Royalties from my records bring me an 
additional $50,000 a year and in one Car- 
negie Hall concert I earned $4,000 for the 
one night. 

When they talk about managers, they 
cannot leave out one of the best of them 
all, my George. 


“You must remember, Sassy,” he told 
me, “you are a very important person, 
You think you’re big, but not yet. You've 
got to have an organization behind you; 
an organization of your own. I’m going 
to give you one.” 

He did. He hired Johnny Gray, the 
property man at Cafe Society, to be my 
chauffeur and to supervise the lighting on 
my engagements. He has done lighting 
for such stars as Lena Horne, Kay Starr, 
Georgia Gibbs and Billie Holiday. My 
pianist for the past five years, Jimmy 
Jones, who is confined to King’s County 
Hospital in Brooklyn, has been temporar- 
ily replaced by Johnny Malachi of Wash. 
ington. 

On our staff is Modina Davis, my mod- 
iste and masseuse who also acts as 
George’s secretary. In addition, we have 
a lawyer, Andy Feinman, in New York, 
who reads the fine print for us; an ac- 
countant, Lou Lebish and my_ booking 
manager, Tim Gale. 

In spite of all these things, I sometimes 
brood. It is hard sometimes to force my- 
self into snapping out of it. 

I remember the bleak, hopeless days 
when I was sure nothing would happen for 
an obscure little black girl who wanted to 
sing. 

I remember the narrow escape from 
oblivion I had when I was helplessly drift- 
ing in that direction because I was so 
sure there was no future for me. 

Then it comes like a sudden ray of sun- 
shine into a dark corner: 

“Sassy, that’s not you. Do I have to 
write a book telling you of the thousands 
of girls as well as men who don’t think 
about color but get out there and do the 
job the best way they can? And do I 
have to keep telling you that there is al- 
ways a- way if you’ve got the courage to 
seek it? Snap out of it. Remember 
you’re Sarah Vaughan!” 

I do snap out of it for when George 
speaks to me that way, it is all I need to 
remember. 


THE END 





Dearly Beloved 


(Continued from Page 5) 


hearthside. When he does, try to remember 
your promise to “forgive and forget” and work 
hard at making your marriage a success this 
time. So few women are willing to let the 
past lie dead, even in order to save what is 
left of their marriages, and you certainly de- 
serve a few plaudits for even considering it. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am 21 years old and have been going for 
over a year with a boy who is 25. He makes 
my life miserable, tries to pick my friends 
and does not care for me to go anywhere. He 
never takes me to the movies or any place 
with him. He had promised to marry me once, 
but now he never talks about it any. more. 
Every time I mention marriage, he says he is 


sleepy. Now that I am getting a baby by him, 
| would like to get married to give the baby a 
name. He also wants me to stay with him, but 
I do not think I should until we marry. Would 


you kindly tell me what to do. Thanks in 
advance. 

A. E. F. 
Dear A. E. F. 


He makes your life miserable, refuses to 
take you out, makes it plain that he would 
like to live with you but not marry you, and 
yet you manage to become the mother of his 
child! What can you expect for me to tell 
you at this point? Only that, since you must 
marry him if your baby is to have a name, you 
should get in touch with a family service 
worker or a judge in your city who deals with 
such problems. It may be that they can help 
force the errant hombre to marry you. 
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(Continued from Page 25) 


Milton, that’s wonderful,” I exclaimed. 
“Wait, you’ve only heard half of it,” he 
added. “You’re going to be it—or her!” 
I was dumbfounded. Me, Helen Weir, 
the girl from the wrong side of the tracks! 
Tongues had wagged when I had decided 
to be different from the rest of the girls in 
my neighborhood and complete my school- 
ing. And people had really talked when I 
got the job at the League. A lot of them 
thought I didn’t have the proper “back- 
ground” for such an important job. 

Well, I had shown them—all of them! 
In less than three months after going to 
the Advancement League, I became Mr. 
Milton’s “Girl Friday,” handling not only 
routine office work but filling in for him 
when he was out in the field. 

And while there were one or two board 
members who never forgave him for hiring 
me in the first place, everybody admitted 
that I was doing a good job. The offer of 
a job as switchboard operator for the local 
telephone company was further proof that 
my determination to make good had paid 
off. 

Of course, part of the reason I got the 
offer was because I had sat in on all the 
conferences Mr. Milton had with officials 
of the company. He had worked hard to 
convince them that the colored citizens of 
North Redfield used telephones just as 
much as anyone else. He had finally got 
them to agree to try out a colored girl. 
Then the question: who would it be? 


HE SAME question had arisen when 

the city had hired the first Negro police 
officer and when a local factory got a de- 
fense contract and had to put on colored 
skilled workers. Much of the success Mr. 
Milton had had was due to his rule never 
to recommend a person for such a job un- 
less the man or woman had the best of 
references and more than enough experi- 
ence and ability required. 

I was flattered that this was Mr. Milton’s 
opinion of me, but at the same time I was 
a little frightened by the heavy respon- 
sibility that had fallen on my shoulders. 

“Of course, I hate to lose you, Miss 
Weir,” he said. 

“You'll find someone else.” 

“Maybe. But I’d like to keep you here. 
I'd like to—” He stopped and looked at 
me a long time. Then he turned and gazed 
out of the window. The tree-lined street 
was changing its bright green color 
scheme to the brown and reds of autumn. 
The breeze whisked a few fallen leaves 
along the sidewalks. He sighed and shook 
his head. 

“But I can’t stand in the way of prog- 


ress, can I, Miss Weir? No, I’m in a posi- 
tion where I can’t afford the luxury of be- 
ing selfish. Everything I do, must be for 
the benefit of the community.” The bitter- 
ness in his voice surprised me. 

I sat looking at his broad back, outlined 
against the window. He had taken off his 
glasses and it seemed that I was seeing— 
and hearing—him for the first time. See- 
ing and hearing him as a man. Funny, but 
I had always regarded him as Mr. Milton, 
an efficient, hard-working executive. I 
never even thought of calling him by his 
first name. But now I said: “Roy—if you 
want me to stay—” 

He swung around. There was a smile 
on his face that made him look 10 years 
younger, almost boyish. With a start, I 
realized that actually, he was quite attrac- 
tive. And the look in his eyes told me 
things about him I’d never dreamed of. I 
felt my cheeks burning. 

“If I only dared to!” he breathed. “El- 
sie, I—” Then, as if he were ashamed of 
the thought, he slipped his glasses back 
on and sat down at his desk again. “No, 
Elsie—now that you're leaving, I guess it’s 
all right to call you that—we’ve both got 
a job to do. It'll be hard for you at first, 
but I know you'll make good.” 

“And—what about you, Roy?” I asked 
softly. 

He shrugged and gave me a wry smile. 
“Does it really matter? Ever since I’ve 
been on this job my life hasn’t been my 
own. I guess it’s a little late in the game 
to start thinking of myself now.” 

There was an awkward silence, neither 
of us able to think of anything to say, then 
we shook hands. “Goodbye, Elsie. The 
best of luck,” he said gravely. 

“Thanks, Roy. Goodbye.” 

I hadn’t meant for that to be a farewell, 
but that’s the way it worked out. For the 
next few weeks, I was busy going through 
the training school for telephone operators 
in Chicago. The North Redfield system 
was a subsidiary of the Chicago telephone 
company. And when I got back home, I 
was assigned to the middle shift, so I had 
little time for visiting even my closest 
friends. 

A short time later, Roy was transferred 
to the branch in Denver. I was working 
the night of the farewell party they gave 
for him at the League building, but I re- 
member that dozens of calls went through 
my board from people who wanted to wish 
him well. It made me feel good . . . 

Two lights remained on my switchboard. 
I plugged into the second light and pulled 
the switch. The tiny round light went out 
—the second bright spot ih my life. 

“Number puh-leez.” 

I had to chuckle to myself every time I 
said that. I hadn’t been on the jeb very 
long before I discovered that the other 
operators were indignant and _ shocked 
when they heard that a Negro girl was 
going to work with them. I guess they ex- 
pected the sky to fall in. 

Anyway, out of the corner of my eye I 
could see them watching me like hawks as 


I took my post and slipped on the head- 
phone. And when I put through the first 
call without a mistake, you’d have thought 
I had just pulled a rabbit out of a hat. 

Hilda, a thin, mousy woman, inched over 
to me, her eyes fairly popping from her 
head. “Gee, you really know how to do it.” 
She said it as if she still didn’t believe 
her eyes. 

“Yes,” I said politely, “once you learn 
how, there’s no mystery about it.” 

She blushed and stammered, “What I 
mean is—gee!” 

She stood beside me watching me handle 
the plugs and switches, but I knew she 
was actually examining my skin and nails. 
I was glad I’d always taken care of my 
hands. 

Later, Hilda, who was an incurable gos- 
sip and rather pathetic in some ways, con- 
fided to me: “Gosh, Elsie, I like to hear 
you talk. Over the phone, a person would 
never know the difference!” 

And one by one, the other operators 
came around to accepting me as one of 
them. It made me feel good inside to know 
that I was making good and that I had 
helped to break down one more barrier in 
our town, 

Most of all, I got an inkling of how Roy 
Milton must have felt each time he accom- 
plished something as head of the League. 
I could see now that the job was well 
worth all the hard work and heartaches 
involved. I thought about him every now 
and then, wondering how he was getting 
along. 

Then, orle day, a new arrival came to 
town. My life took on a new and exciting 
meaning and I had no time to think of 
Roy Milton or even my job... 

One light on the black, impassive face 
of the switchboard. I knew it was the same 
call that was made from the east side each 
midnight. I knew that when I plugged in, 
I would hear Lena Nelson’s honey-sweet 
voice drawl, “Riverton 0995, please.” And 
I knew that when I made the connection, 
the phone in our living room would ring 
and Elton would answer it. Elton, my 
husband . . . 

The day Elton Warren came to town, I 
was working in the front office instead of 
at the switchboard. I was busy at the desk 
when someone came up and I heard a voice 
boom out, “I’d like to have a phone in- 
stalled.” 

I didn’t bother to look up. “I’m sorry, 
sir, but there is a delay on new installa- 
tions. If you care to apply and get on the 
waiting list you might get service within 
90 days.” 

“Wanna bet?” 


I GLANCED up and my heart did a slow 
flip-flop. It wasn’t that he was particu- 
larly handsome or outwardly different from 
any other man. But his friendly brown 
face mirrored a world of confidence and 
his eyes sparkled with good humor. He 
was neatly dressed, but I’d never seen him 
before, although I prided myself on know- 

ing practically everybody in town. 
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I broke off my stare and fiddled with my 
pencil. “I beg your pardon?” 

He leaned on the desk with both hands. 
“I said I'll have a telephone before the 
week is out.” 

“T’m sorry, sir, but—” 

Just then the office manager came up. 
“Is anything wrong, Miss Weir?” he 
asked. 

“T was just explaining to this gentleman 
about the delay in service,” I told the 
manager, giving the stranger an “I-told- 
you-so” smile. 

“Why, yes,” the manager said. “If you'll 
step this way, sir, I'll go over the matter 
with you.” 

They went into the back office. A few 
minutes later, the manager ushered the 
young man to the door. “Goodbye, Mr. 
Warren, and don’t worry. I'll personally 
take care of your application.” 

Mr. Warren flashed a smile in my direc- 
tion, then left. I was curious to know what 
it was all about, but could think of no 
legitimate excuse to inquire into the mat- 
ter. A few days later, I noticed a new shoe 
repair shop that had opened near the 
movie theatre but had no occasion to pay 
particular attention or give it a second 
thought until the monthly meeting of the 
League. 

I arrived a little late, just in time to 
hear Mr. Gowan, the new executive secre- 
tary, announce: “We have a new member 
here with us tonight, a young man who has 
just opened a very nice business establish- 
ment in the center of town. We’re always 
proud and happy to welcome newcomers, 
and especially, one with ambition who can 
make a contribution to our community. 
Ladies and gentlemen, Mr. Elton Warren.” 

Yes, it was he. And as he made a little 
speech, he never once took his eyes off my 
face. I squirmed in my seat and felt my 
cheeks burn. I was annoyed at myself for 
feeling embarrassed. After all, I’'d only 
been doing my duty that day at the office. 
Yet, after the formal business meeting was 
over and tea and cookies were served, I 
couldn’t bring myself to join the others 
gathered around the new member. 

Finally, he excused himself and came 
toward the corner where I had taken ref- 
uge. The teacup rattled in the saucer but 
I sternly told myself I had nothing to be 
nervous about. 

“Hello,” he said gravely, “I’d like to 
give you my telephone number—” A smile 
creased his face and his eyes twinkled 
merrily. “—just in case you need any 
shoes repaired,” he added. 

We stared at.each other for a moment, 
then we both laughed. “I’m sorry about 
that day at the office,” I said. “You should 
have told me you were applying for a busi- 
ness phone.” 

“That would have spoiled everything,” 
he laughed. He took my arm and led me 
to a seat. “But seriously, I would have 
gotten a phone even without a business 
priority.” 


I raised my eyebrows. “You're quite 


sure of yourself, Mr. Warren. Do you al. 
ways get what you go after?” 

“Sooner or later, yes.” He wasn’t smil. 
ing when he said it and I couldn’t help 
feeling that perhaps he was right. 

Elton, i learned during the days that 
followed, had learned shoe-repairing at 
Tuskegee. He had chosen our town to 
open his shop by pure accident. “Believe 
it or not,” he told me on our first date, “] 
just stuck a pin in a map of the state and 
North Redfield was it!” 

And later, as we said goodnight, he 
squeezed my hand and said, “I never be. 
lieved in fate or luck—until tonight. Yet, 
there’s no other explanation for all the 
good things that are happening to me. 
Getting the shop—finding new friends, 
especially you, Elsie.” 

“Tm glad, Elton. Very glad!” 

It was only a matter of time before we 
both discovered what must have been true 
from the moment we first met—that we 
were in love. For me, it was a strange, 
almost frightening thing. Love at first 
sight is one thing, but the sudden awaken- 
ing to the powerful emotions of deep and 
sincere love is like stepping off into space 
from the top of a mountain. 

Elton and I were talking about the pic- 
ture we had just seen, walking along the 
street holding hands. It was a warm spring 
night and the air smelled fresh and sweet 
and clean. It was good being with Elton 
and, if I had thought about it, I guess | 
would have said I would be content just 
knowing that he was nearby, that I could 
hear his easy laughter and see the adoring 
look in his eyes whenever we met. 

But as we walked and talked, a change 
seemed to come over me. I was aware of 
him as a man, not just a good friend and 
companion. The touch of his hand set my 
fingers to tingling and my heart pounding 
faster. We fell silent and an electric ten- 
sion sprang up between us. 

We turned a corner. Halfway down the 
block the street lamp gave off a soft, yel- 
low glow, but we were standing in the 
shadow of a big oak tree. 

“Elsie—!” 

I felt him pull me close. His lips found 
mine in the dark and my legs turned to 
water, only his strong arms held me erect. 
The wind sighed through the trees but the 
pounding of my heart was like thunder, 
drowning out everything except the insist- 
ent cry of my heart for love. 

The day I became Mrs. Elton Warren, 
my life was complete. For almost a year, 
we were supremely happy. The shop was 
thriving and we moved into a new little 
cottage of our own. Life was sweet. We 
had our home, our work, our friends, and 
we had each other. 

The light on the switchboard flashed 
out. Hope sprang in my heart. Maybe 
Lena wouldn’t make the call. Maybe-to- 
night would be different. I took off the 
headphone and got a cigarette. As | 
smoked, I paced the floor, trying to find 


rhy 
Elte 


trar 
bee! 
just 
was 
scri 
ity. 


W 
eno 
don 


hav 


do 
anol 
hare 
H 
“Bu 
sup 
ends 
ling 
I 
cam 
side 
You 
I 
his « 
telli 
A 
have 
othe 
r 
mar 
othe 
less 
cilec 
not 





seen 
ship 
] 
ing, 
shop 
geth 
rush 
more 
togel 
So 


boar 


possi 
sure 
for 
acros 
four: 
Elsie 
shou 
if 


do. | 


and | 








jo you al. 


sn’t smil. 
dn’t help 


days that 
airing at 
town. to 
“Believe 
| date, “] 
state and 


light, he 
1ever be. 
sht. Yet, 
all the 
; to me, 
friends, 


efore we 
een true 
that we 
strange, 
at first 
awaken- 
leep and 
to space 


the pic- 
long the 
Nn spring 
id sweet 
th Elton 
guess | 
ent just 
I could 


adoring 


change 
ware of 
end and 
| set my 
ounding 
tric ten- 


own the 
oft, yel- 
in the 


s found 
rned to 
e erect. 
but the 
hunder, 
» insist- 


V arren, 
a year, 
op was 
w little 
et. We 
;, and 





flashed 
Maybe 
y be - to- 
off the 

As | 
to find 








rhyme or reason to what had happened to 
Elton and me. 


The real trouble started when I was 
transferred to night operator. Hilda had 
been complaining for a long time that she 
just couldn’t work nights. The real reason 
was that she couldn’t gossip with the sub- 
scribers at night. But since she had senior- 
ity. I had to switch shifts with her. 


 hageth I TOLD Elton, he nearly hit the 

ceiling. After a while he calmed down 
enough to say. “I’m sorry, Elsie, but I 
don’t see how it’s possible. You'll just 
have to resign.” 

“Resign?” I was shocked. “But I can’t 
do that, Elton. This is more than just 
another job. People in this town fought 
hard to get it and I can’t let them down.” 

He had to admit that I right. 


“But what about me?” he protested. “Cold 


was 


suppers, not seeing you except on week- 
ends. I want a wife. not a roomer, dar- 
ling! 

I took refuge in angry silence. Elton 
came over and took me in his arms. “Be- 
sides, darling, the shop is doing fine now. 
You don’t have to work any more.” 

I steeled myself against the pleading of 
hisembrace. “I can’t weaken now.” I kept 
telling myself. “I just can’t!” 

Aloud. I “Tm sorry, Elton. TU 
have to stay. at least until I can get an- 
ther colored girl to take my place.” 

That night. for the first time since our 
marriage. we didn’t fall asleep in each 
other’s arms. I spent a miserable. sleep- 
less night. Although Elton became recon- 
ciled to my working nights, things were 
not the between us. Something 
seemed to have gone out of our relation- 
ship, 

I would get home at eight in the morn- 
ing, just in time to see Elton off to the 
shop. 
gether during the week, but always I 
tushing. There didn’t seem to be time any 
fun 


said, 


same 


Sometimes we'd have dinner to- 


was 


more for companionship, for having 
together. 

Sometimes, sitting alone at the switch- 
ard, I would wonder how Elton spent 
the evenings. I had made it a practice 
iver to make personal calls while on the 
ob, but one night. acting on an impulse, 
lcalled home. I heard Elton’s surprised 
wice answer the phone. but immediately 
ldiscovered we had nothing to talk about. 
In the background I could hear the 
phonograph playing and just before I said 
sodbye, I heard a woman’s voice say, 
“Aw, cut it short. honey! I don’t like to 
be kept waiting.” 

I couldn’t believe my ears. It was im- 
possible, and yet—The neighbors made 
ure I knew about it. “It’s been going on 
ir weeks,” whispered Mrs. Watkins, 
aross the street, “every night until all 
cours. Now I’m not one to carry tales, 
“sie, but I think it only right that you 
thould know.” 

I was so stunned I didn’t know what to 
do, My first thought was to confront Elton 
aid demand that he stop seeing the wom- 


an. Then I realized the folly of that. Sup- 
pose he refused? Was I prepared to take 
the next logical step? I that I 
So all I could do was bide my 


decided 
wasn’t. 
time. 
Meanwhile, of course, my nosy neigh- 
bors went to great lengths to keep me in- 
formed. I that the 
Lena Nelson, a beauty shop operator on 
the east side. She had quite a reputation 
I visited her shop one 


learned woman was 


as a man-stealer. 
day, perhaps foolishly, but I wanted to 
see my competition. She was a buxom, 
good-looking woman, not at all the cheap, 
vulgar female I had imagined. 

Of course. she didn’t know 
and that is why I learned about the mid- 


night phone calls. Her phone rang as she 


who I was 


was shampooing my hair and I heard her 
answer it in the back of the small shop. 
I could only imagine what Elton was say- 
ing to her. but from her side of the con- 
versation I could tell that everything I had 
heard was true. Finally. she hung up and 
I was so hurt and miserable, I wanted to 
die. 

But life 
you've nothing more to live for. I made up 
my mind on one thing, though; I would 
Elton I knew. I 


until he was man enough to face me and 


somehow goes on even when 


never tell would wait 
tell me he no longer loved me. 

It was hard to do. As I would sit silent- 
ly across from him at dinner, seeing the 
lines of worry etched on his forehead. my 
heart would cry out, “Oh, darling! Why, 
why?” 

Elton for- 
got our first wedding anniversary and that 
all. Twelve 
months of marriage and nothing to show 
for it except two silent. embittered people 


Spring came, then summer. 


was the cruelest blow of 


drifting dangerously close to the rocks that 
have smashed the hopes and dreams of so 
many. It became harder and harder to 
pretend that nothing was wrong, that there 
was no special meaning behind the un- 
kind accusing words that slipped out now 
and then. 

The light flashed on the switchboard 
again. I went over and took my seat. Sup- 
pose I just ignored it? But I pushed aside 
the thought. There was no cause to violate 
my trust because of a personal matter. 
That call, I told myself, is just like any 
other. My job was to make the connec- 
tion. 

My hand touched the switch. I steeled 
myself to hear the sound of Lena Nelson’s 
voice asking for the number at my house. 
My whole future, all my love for Elton was 
at stake— I moved the switch. 

“Number puh-leez.” 

The sobbing, hysterical voice of a wom- 
an jarred in my ear. “Oh, thank God! 
Hurry operator, hurry. This is an emer- 
gency. Life or death!” 

“What is it?” I asked. “Number please.” 

“A doctor! Quick—get a 
There’s accident at 
Fourth street.” 


doctor! 


been an 209 East 


Then a jumble of excited voices poured 
into my ear and the connection was 
broken. 

Elton! 

I sat there, unable to think or move. But 
in front of my I could see Elton. 
lying somewhere bleeding and dying. Per- 
haps that woman had harmed him. It 
wouldn’t be the first time an errant hus- 
band had been hurt while playing around. 
Maybe there had been an auto accident: 
maybe— 

I started making calls, my hands moving 
almost by instinct. Dr. Banner’s numbet 
I knew without having to look it up. 
“Hello, is Dr. Banner there?” 

A. childish answered. 
isn’t.” 

“Where can I find him? It’s urgent.” 

“Gee, I don’t know, lady. He went out 
somewhere with Mrs. Banner. I’m just the 
baby-sitter.” 


eyes 


“No. he 


voice 


PEARS WERE blinding my eyes now as 

I fought back the panic that threatened 
to overwhelm me. I forced myself to think. 
Friday—I remembered that was the night 
he usually took his wife to the show. | 
called the theatre. “I’m sorry, but the last 
show just let out.” 

I tried to imagine where they might go. 
I tried the restaurant next door to the 
theatre. No luck. Then the drug store. 
“Yes, Doc just walked in. He’s right here 
sipping a soda.” 

“Emergency call,” 
must talk with him.” 

“Hello? Yes. this is Dr. Banner. 
is this?” 

“Elsie Warren. doctor. Someone phoned 
in—an accident at 209 East Fourth street. 
Hurry, please!” 

“Sure, sure. But how the heck did you 
ever find me? This is supposed to be my 
night off. Nice work, young lady!” 

But I was in no mood to listen to com- 
pliments. I sat there praying. “Please. 
God—let him be all right. No matter what 
—don’t let anything happen to him.” 

I slumped against the back of the stool. 
The switchboard, with its rows of tiny 
holes and unlighted bulbs loomed in front 
of me. black and empty. Yes, that was my 
life. Only three bright spots in almost 30 


I fairly shouted. “lI 


Who 


years, and now even those were extin- 
guished. 


I'll never know how I made it through 
the night. Alternately, I started to call 
Lena’s house to learn what had happened. 
then told myself that everything was over 
now. I had tried to keep my troubles to 
myself, tried to hide my husband’s selfish 
escapades, but he himself had made the 
affair public property. There’d be no keep- 
ing it secret now that the doctor had been 
called in. 

Elton wasn’t home when I got there. But 
I was too sick in mind and weary in body 
to do anything except fall across the bed. 
I don’t know how long I slept, but I was 
awakened by a pounding on the back door. 
I sat up, blinking and rubbing my eyes. 
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Pulling myself together, I padded into the 
kitchen and unlocked the door. It 
Elton. 

I was so relieved, fainted. I 
closed my eyes and swayed against him. 


Was 


I almost 


He grabbed my shoulders. “Elsie! Thank 
God. you're all right.” 
“Of course I am.” I said tearfully. 


“Why shouldn't I be?” 


“Well—lI’ve been ringing the front door- 
bell for ages. When you didn’t answer. 
I thought—well, no matter. Everything’s 


going to be all right from now on.” 

I felt so weak I sat’ down at the kitchen 
table. “Did—did you expect to find some- 
thing wrong here?” I asked. 

He went to the cupboard and got out the 


coffee jar. “I forgot my keys.” he ex- 
plained. He stopped and looked into my 
eyes. “There’s been something on my 
mind. Elsie, and—-well. after I closed the 
shop last night I jumped in the car and 
started driving. I was trying to think 


things out. I don’t know. I guess I think 
straighter when I’m behind the wheel.” 

He measured out the coffee. “Well, 
lieve it or not. I ended up in Chicago early 
this morning.” 
“Chicago! Then—then 
town last night?” 

Elton set the pot on to boil and 
over to me. He shook his head 
sadly. “I told you I had a lot of things 
on my mind. Well, I’m all 
out now. All I can say is I 
been crazy to fool around with 
else with a wife like you.” 

I bit my lips. “Did you 
ton?” 

“No. I swear it! 
alone and bored with you working 
nights. Oh, I’m not to shift the 
blame, but she started making passes one 


be- 


you weren't in 
came 
and smiled 


straightened 

must have 
someone 
El- 


love her. 


It was because I was 
so 
trying 


day when she came to the shop. I must 
have been out of my mind!” 
He took my hand in his. “Maybe I’ve 


darling. but I'm asking 
for another chance. Maybe you'll forgive 
me. maybe even forget day. But | 
promise I'll make it up to you.” 

Well, what could I say? I still loved 
him. True, it hurt, knowing that he had 
turned to another woman even though it 


no right to do it. 


some 


was only infatuation. But he had told me 
himself. had freely admitted he’d been 
wrong. If he was that much of a man, 
then I could be that much of a woman and 
give him another chance. Love is like 
that. 

We had our coffee, laughing and talking 
together just as if we were getting to know 
each other all over again. Elton told me 
of his plans to enlarge the shop, and | 
told him about the girl who had_ been 
found to take my place. But through it 
all, I couldn’t help remembering that fran. 
tic phone call the night before. 

It was afternoon before I learned what 
had happened. Mrs. Watkins came rush. 
ing across the street waving the afternoon 
“Elsie. Elsie.” she cried 
burst into the house. “You're 
Name in the paper and everything.” 

She thrust the article under my 
Elton and I read it. 


as she 


paper. 
famous! 


nose, 


ALERT “HELLO GIRL’ 
SAVES INFANT’S LIFE 

Mrs. Elsie Warren, first Negro telephone 
operator for the local utility, was credited 
last night with saving the life of a badly. 
burned baby on the east side. 

The child, 3-year-old daughter of Mrs. 
Lena Nelson, accidentally tipped over a hot 
can of grease and was severely burned about 
the face and chest. The frantic mother 
dialed the operator and asked for a doctor. 

Mrs. Warren stuck to her post until she 


located Dr. Everett Banner, who rushed to 
the scene. 
“| don’t know how she found me.” the 


physician said later, “but this baby owes its 


life to her.” 


That was all. Just a brief item near the 
hack of the paper. But me, it was a 
badge of honor. I couldn't help shudder- 
ing at the thought of what might have hap- 
pened had I followed my first impulse. As 
it was. I knew I had lived up to the ex- 
pectations of the people who had faith 
in me. Roy Milton. wherever he was, 
would have been proud of me, I know. 

I never told anyone how close I came 
to not putting through that call, That was 
something personal. something part of an 
affair that is over now and almost forgot- 


ten. THE END 


to 
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(Continued from Page 23 
to be frightened or lonely. I found 
myself sitting across the aisle from the 
cirl who had won first prize in the con- 


test. “Say, which one of us won that con- 
test?” she laughed. “You're doing as 
well as I am!” 

For some reason, her words brought 
home to me the full meaning of my pre- 
dicament. And suddenly. I was not a 
woman. but a scared 18-year-old who 


wanted to be babied and comforted. At 
the sight of my tears, my traveling com- 
panion left her seat and offered me a box 
of Kleenex. 

Her name, I remembered. 
Little. and while she certainly 
attractive. she was no better dressed than 
I. But she turned out to be such a warm. 


was Gert 


was very 


sympathetic person that in no time at all 
I poured out my story to her. 
“You've sure got troubles. girl.” she 


said when I'd finished, “but don’t forget. 


things could be a lot worse.” 


I shook my head miserably. “I don't 
see how.” 
“Well, your Eddie might have cut out 


without even saying goodbye.” she pointed 
out. “At least, 
and you've got a place to stay. 
me—I don’t even have anything left out 
of that prize money I won the other night. 
but 'm going to New York. Id get there 
if had to ride a freight!” 

Gert had made up her mind to become 
amodel and she regarded the contest back 
home as the first step in 
“There'll be dozens of beauty 
there in New York, and you can bet your 
bottom dollar that Gert is going to be in 
each and every one!” 

She had a world of confidence in 
self and [ the impression that 
wasn’t afraid of anything. Just listening 
to her talk, boosted my sagging spirits. | 
thought of how nice it would be to have 
her company, even after the trip ended. 

She was older and much wiser than |] 
and if I ever needed a friend. that 
the time. I said: “Gert. I’ve 
idea. Suppose the two of us team up? 
You said you don’t know where you'll stay 
in New York, so why not bunk with me?” 


he gave you some money 


Now take 


her career. 


contests 


her- 


got she 


Wa- 


got an 


She was much too practical-minded to 
pretend that the idea didn’t appeal to her. 
“Honey.” she laughed, “that’s the best 
offer I've had today. I'll take it! 

A sudden thought occurred to me. 
course. I don’t know what kind 
Eddie has. Maybe it'll do for the 
us.” I said hopefully. “He said it was a 
lovely apartment.” 

Gert lighted a cigarette and puffed out 
acloud of smoke. “I don’t know Eddie. 


“Ot 
place 
two ot 


but he’s a man. So you can toss out 50 
per cent as pure jive. Big apartment. eh? 
We'll be lucky if it’s the size of the wash- 
room in this Pullman!” 

As it turned out. Gert’s cynical predic- 
far Eddie’s place was 
share-the-bath affair. with a 


tion wasn’t wrong. 


a one-room. 

landlady who eyed me as if I were a tax 
collector. She thawed out a little after I 
convinced her I was “Mrs.” Eddie Wil- 


liams. but insisted on charging extra rent 
for Gert. even though Eddie had paid her 
a month in advance. 


The day after our arrival, Gert was up 
bright and early. 

“Well. kid.” she said. “today I start 
making the rounds. Wanna join me?” 


I said no. but by the time she got all her 
photographs and newspaper clippings to- 
I had changed my mind. Actually. 
I wanted to enter 


gether. 


it wasn’t so much that 


another beauty contest. but the prospect 
of being left alone made me decide to try 
my luck again. 


I went with Gert. neither one of u 


knowing quite how to break into a model- 


ing career but determined to make a start 
somewhere. But after pounding the pave- 
ment and knocking on doors for almost a 


week. I was ready to quit. 


“T never dreamed there were so many 
different ways of saying ‘no’.” I sighed 


when we stopped at a lunchstand for our 


dinner of hot dogs and coffee. “I'm going 


to get a paper and go through the want 


ads.” 


“Suit yourself.” Gert said grimly. “But 


I'm not through by a long shot.” 


“But what are we going to do. Gert?” 
I wailed. “I'm just about broke and I 
haven't heard a word from Eddie.” 


“Well. you can sit around and wait for 
him to show up with a pocketful of dough, 
but I’ve got other First of all, ’'m 
to enter another contest.” 

logical thing 
the past 


same 


ideas. 
going 
I had to agree 
Every 
the answer 
back 


per ience or 


it was the 
place we'd 
had 


you've 


to do. 
week. 


“Come 


gone 
the 
some 


been 
ex- 
both.” 
out of 
$125 tuition was more 
Gert felt that maybe 


when got 


training. preferably 


modeling school was 


The 


than either of us had. 


Going to a 


the question. 


if we got enough publicity from various 
contests. we might be able to talk our- 


selves into jobs. 


She persuaded me to enter a contest 


the Professional Photographers’ 


(ssociation. 


given by 
This time. it was I who won 
first prize and Gert who took second place. 
She though. 
“Just so long as it’s in the Willa,” 
gaily. 

So we entered another contest. 
until by the 
had been in half a dozen or so, Gert win- 
one the next. Finally, 
of the girls squawked and we were 


was a good sport about it. 
family. 
she laughed 
then an- 
other end of the summer we 


ning time and I 
some 
barred for 
they had a point because we did very well 
Gert for 


and even took a few dancing 


being “professionals.” I guess 


financially. spent her money 


new clothes 
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lessons. She thought she might try night 
club work for a while. 

However, I saved every I could 
spare, waiting and dreaming for the day 
Eddie would come home. I had gotten a 
letter from Eddie and I was positive things 
would soon be the way I wanted them. He 
gave no details, but promised that when he 
got back he would be rolling in money. 


cent 


homecoming was a big 
He hadn’t been there 
began 


UT EDDIE’S 
disappointment. 
more than a few hours before he 
questioning me about the savings I had 
written him about. Gert left soon after 
meeting him so that we could be alone. At 
the door, I whispered something to her 
about how overworked Eddie looked. 
“Willa, honey, sometimes I 
think you’re hopeless. You haven’t learned 
a thing from me, have you? No man who 
ever lived got that beat out from work. 
Your boy friend has just been playing 
too much!” 
I made a face and shoved her out of the 
door, then turned and ran to Eddie’s wait- 
“Miss me, darling?” I demanded 


She sighed. 


ing arms. 
fiercely. 

“Sure did, 
said, 

But his kiss was not as I remembered 
and he seemed to have something on his 
mind. “A penny for your thoughts,” I 
teased. 

“A penny? Let’s talk about some real 
money—that dough you said you had.” 

“On our wedding day,” I told him. 
“We'll put our money together and—” 

He cut me off. “Look, Willa, some- 
thing’s come up. I need it now.” 

I stared at him in astonishment. “But, 
Eddie, what on earth for?” 

“That’s my business.” 

“Wh—what about the money you made 
on the tour?” I asked hesitantly. 

“T—well, I invested it. Now I 
more,” he said in a tight voice. 

For a long moment I couldn’t speak. 
Then: “Of course, if you’ve got to have 
it, you're welcome to it, Eddie. Only— 
you've got to tell me what it’s for.” 

His hand flew out and grabbed my 
wrist. “I told you once before don’t tell 
me what I’ve got to do!” he rasped. “I 
need it. Get it up!” 

In a daze, I went to the powder box 
where I had hidden the money, handed it 
over to him. “That’s better,” he smiled. 
“Now, come here.” 

My hopes were cruelly 
night when he said he had to leave and 
wasn’t sure when he’d get back. I wanted 
to remind him again of his promise to 
marry me, ask him how he expected me 
to get along while he was gone. But I was 
too heartsick to even care. 

“Will you be here when I get back?” 
he asked. 

I nodded. 
asked dully. 

“Atta baby! 

My flesh crawled where he patted me 
on the shoulder. 


baby. Every minute!” he 


need 


crushed that 


“What else can I do?” I 


"7? 


“You did okay before and you'll gy 
along this time.” he said. then added eq. 
ually: “By the way, a friend of mine ha 
connections in this modeling 
Maybe he can do something for you. Ge» 
too. I—I told him to drop around tonig); 
His name is Simmons. Be good to hin 


business 





baby. He can do you a lot of good.” ; 

A quick kiss and he was gone. And |} 
was still trying to understand what had| 
happened and why. A few hours late; 
there was a soft knock on the door, Al 


first I thought it might be Eddie coming | 


back to surprise me, but when I flung 
open the door, a fat little man with pier. 
ing little eyes stood there. 

“Yes?” 

“I'm Eddie’s friend, Tom Simmons,” }y 
said, giving me a sly wink. 

“Oh, yes. Eddie told me you were con. 
ing. Come in, please.” I tried to pat m 
hair into place. “I’m afraid I look a mex 
tonight,” I apologized, 

“Not at all. not at all!” he said. 

He took a seat and watched as I gi/ 
out my scrapbook with my clippings anj/ 
photographs. I could almost feel his pig. 
like eyes boring through me. “Eddie wasn’ 
kidding when he said you were a looker!” 
he remarked. 

“Tm glad you think I'll do,” I said. 

“You suit me fine!” 

I ignored that one and handed him the 
book. I stood beside him, explaining abou 
the pictures, but after a while. I noticed 
that he wasn’t paying the slightest atten. 
tion. His eyes were boring into me and 
his breath was wheezing in and out. His} 
stare frightened me but before I could 
move away. he reached out a pudgy hand 

I gasped and jerked away. He rox 
from the chair and came close to me. | 
lashed out with both hands. He swore and, 
backed away, rubbing his face where m 
nails had dug in. “What the hell's going! 
on?” he demanded. 

“Not a thing, as far as I’m concerned!” 
I shouted. “You and your roving hand: | 
had better get out of here before I reall 
get mad!” 

“But Eddie said everything was straight. 
he said. “What kind of game are you try: 
ing to pull?” 

“Get out!” I screamed. 

“But what about my $25? Eddie said | 
that would fix it. He said you knew the] 
score.” ' 

I didn’t wait to hear more. Somehow ! 
got the vile creature outside and slammeé 
the door shut. I knew then how Eddi 
expected me to get along. 

I was hurt, disillusioned, broke and dis 
gusted. But to stay there and wait for 
Eddie to show up again, perhaps with at 
other horrible trick up his sleeve, would 
have been sheer madness. 

So I simply packed my things and left 
I had learned my lesson. I had run awa} 
from home a dreamy-eyed young gitl: ! 
returned a wise, embittered woman. Neve! 
again will I trust a man. That, in itself. 
is payment in full for my sin. 
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(Continued from Page 31) 


when we got back to the hotel. Dad and I 
were starved. Dressing hurriedly in the 
casual clothes that guests wore for the 
noon meal, we went down to the dining 
room on the double. So fast had we 
changed that they still had not begun to 
serve when we entered and sat down. There 
were no other guests around except us 
two, 

As we waited. I stole a fond look at Dad. 
The outdoor life really agreed with him. 
He wasn’t handsome 
x maybe you would. He was rugged. not 


what you'd call 
because of height or size. but because of 
his compact build. His hair was thick. as 
were his unruly eyebrows that focused at- 
tention on his dark eyes. 

I looked a lot like Dad. most folks said. 
[had the same hair, the same eyes. What 
[ didn’t have was Dad’s smiling mouth. 
Seldom was Dad without a smile. It seemed 
there was always a grin waiting right at 
the corner of his lips. But my face was 
much more subdued. I was slow to smile. 
quick to withdraw. That was like my moth- 
er who had decided life was too much of a 
hattle and had let go of her lease on it sud- 
denly"in a quiet sleep one night. 

She had always been delicate. almost 
ethereal. I didn't that 
score because I was husky, like Dad. but in 
the special feminine way that girls have. | 
looked at Dad and I liked what I saw. He 
had been a good father. I reached my hand 
toward his on the table to give it an im- 


resemble her on 


pulsive pat when I heard the door behind 


us open. 


Into the dining room came “the water 
sprite.” We both turned to look at her. 
She was dressed in a cotton dress that 


made her look every bit as appealing as she 
had earlier, but in a more subtle way. Her 
hair was combed up into an airy psyche 
knot and her deep-scoop neckline was una- 
dorned. She still looked like one of “the 
wee folks,” 
time. 

She stood in the door and spoke as we 
looked at her. 
it seemed. just out loud. “Oh. darn! They 


maybe more like a pixie this 


She wasn’t speaking to us, 


haven't started serving yet!” 

There was Dad’s smile. quick to rise to 
his lips. And he was quick to rise. too. 
Was saying 


“We're 


fellow water-lovers and that water has giv- 


“Come starve with us.” he 


as he pulled out a chair for her. 


en us the same kind of appetite you show 


evidence of.” She smiled a little uncer- 
tainly, 
I encouraged her to come by adding, 


“We can always pound on the table if they 





wait too long. In unity there is strength. 
Join our forces. won’t you?” 
came over then and sat between us 


With her so close 


She 
in the chair Dad held. 
though, I became a little shy. Just over- 
She pretty 

Even the scent she 


whelmed, I was very 
and sort of bubbly. 
wore made you feel her nearness. 

The conversation between Dad and Ann 
They effected 
self-introductions easily. That’s 
the nicest things about summer resorts. 
Just being vacationers at the same place 
automatically offers a basis for friendship. 

Dad inclined his head slightly to me and 
said simply, “This is Babs.” 

“Your sister!” Ann exclaimed. 
very like you, Bill.” Delightedly Dad had 
responded. “Well now, I’ve tried to be 
mother and father to Babs since her mother 
died. but yours is the nicest compliment 
I’ve had. 
very obvious fact that I’m quite old enough 
to have a strapping young Amazon like this 


guess. 


was lively and unstrained. 
one of 


“She's 


You do me proud to ignore the 


for my daughter!” 

The conversation included me now and 
then but most of the time it eddied on a 
man-woman level. Dad was more animated 
than I remembered ever having seen him. 
And Ann? 
minute she talked. 
happy and I liked her immensely. 

“I’ve often been sorry that I didn’t have 
any children,” she said quietly in a lull in 
She was looking softly 


She grew nicer every single 
She was making Dad 


the conversation. 
at me. 

“You’re a widow?” Dad asked. 

“No, 'm a divorcee. I’m up here letting 
the final rigors of the divorce court wear 
off before I go back and face society.” She 
lowered her eyes. “My husband didn’t like 
but that’s a story I won't 
She said it simply, 


me very well 
ever bore you with.” 
but it was like closing the door on a chap- 
ter of her life and looking ahead to the 
Dad didn’t miss his cue. 

and then realized how 
“Good, I mean, that 
Good for 


next chapter. 

“Good.” he said. 
rude he had sounded. 
you're not shackled now, Ann. 
me!” And the two of them began to make 
plans for the rest of the afternoon. When 
the call to luncheon finally came, we three 
scarcely heard it. 

They planned dinner, cocktails and danc- 
And then they remembered me. “Of 
I was happy 


ing. 
course, Babs. come along!” 
to say that I had an early ride planned and 
I wanted to turn in early after I went down 
to the stables to look over the horses. As 
hungry as we had all been, Dad and Ann 
made only a small pretense at eating. 
(THE DAYS whizzed by. They were con- 
stant companions. I saw very little of 
Dad at mealtimes, but it 
right with me. It was good to see Dad as 
gay as he was. finding companionship with 
Raising me had 


except was all 


a pleasant, pretty woman. 
sort of cut him off from friends. This was 
the first time I had seen him let go. I had 
wondered what would happen to Dad when 
I left for college the next year. Now, I 
knew he was ready for a little fun. 
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But I didn’t know how ready he was. 
because less than four months after that 
idyllic vacation, Dad and Ann were mar- 
ried. quietly and without telling me. He 
had gone to see her in Chicago. 

“I'm taking an engagement ring to her,” 
he told me, “I’m hoping she says ‘yes’ and 
sets the date, Babs.” 

Not only had she said “yes.” but Ann 
had married him immediately and the two 
of them came back together. 

Ann and I started out being friends. It 
was so nice to have a woman around the 
house. She was old enough to know lots 
of the answers to questions I was begin- 
ning to ask. She was young enough to 
know the ways of the current teen-set. We 
had great fun getting dinners together, 
washing dishes. going to the movies togeth- 
er when Dad was out of town. For the 
first time in years. our house started to 
hum with activity. Couples began drop- 
ping in. Daddy had always been popular, 
but as an “odd man” he didn’t have the 
social position that he regained with mar- 
rying Ann. Dad’s friends said she was a 
perfect hostess for him. She knew so 
many entertaining tricks and she looked 
so cute in her hostess gowns and lounging 
pajamas. “Like a little girl playing house.” 
Dad said more than once. 

Ann was responsible, too, for the young 
crowd, my set, making our house its head- 
There were always plenty of 
There was 


quarters. 
brownies and cokes on hand. 
just one thing though: even when the house 
was full of my gang, it seemed as though I 
was an outsider. Ann was always the cen- 
ter of attention. I shrugged it off at first. 
attributing it to her newness. But more 
and more obvious it became. While the 
kids were always underfoot. | had a hard 
time getting single dates from the fellows. 

I couldn’t put it into words but Ann was 
getting in my hair by time for summer va- 
cation. Even through the thrill of gradua- 
tion and prom time, I seemed secondary, 
always in her shadow. Everywhere I went, 
she wanted to go. Everything I did. she 
wanted to share in. At first it was fun. 
Ann even wore some of my clothes. But 
when it came to going to the movies with 
the high school gang and to joining us for 
sodas at the drug store. well. it just didn’t 
seem right. 

I tried to think how it would be if Ann 
were my mother. But then she wasn’t my 
mother. She had said we'd be friends and 
friends we were. But there were a dozen 
years between us and her tagging along 
made things sort of ridiculous. 

I knew the girls were talking about Ann, 
And then they stopped coming by the 
house. It was a gradual process. but be- 
fore long it was only the fellows who were 
dropping in regularly. The girls were 
cool. I had the strangest feeling that the 
fellows weren’t as much interested in me as 
they were in the free eats and Ann. 

“Say. you’re better than a floor show,” 
Phil told her one night when she'd finished 
an exhibition of the Cuban mambo. Phil 
was the guy | had rather set my sights on. 


He was always hanging around, but it had 
been weeks since he had taken me any. 
where on a date. 


WANTED to tell Dad. But there were 

no real words to phrase what was on my 
mind and the way I felt. Dad didn’t know 
what the score was. I didn’t even know 
fully. I was just upset and Dad would 
shrug that off as “adolescence.” Then. too, 
Dad was out of town a lot. His job re 
quired that he travel through his district 
twice a month, so that left a lot of time on 
(nn’s hands. Maybe time was just hang. 
ing heavy for her. I rationalized; after all 
she was new in town. That was it! She 
was lonesome, so naturally she turned to 
my friends! But no. something was wrong, 

Whereas all the married couples had 
dropped in a great deal when Dad first 
married Ann, they began to taper off. The 
husbands dropped in for a drink now and 
then. but their wives? No more. There 
were seldom any calls for Ann, from the 
women, I mean. They had their bridge 
sessions. I knew. I wondered why Ann 
wasn't asked to any of them. 

And then I had an idea. I'd give a 
bridge party for Ann. It would be easy 
for me. I knew all the women who were 
Dad’s friends. They'd helped “mother” me 
after mama had died. I called almost all of 
them “aunt.” I drew up a guest list fever- 
ishly. wrote out the invitations and _ the 
menu and then called Ann into my room 
one afternoon, 

It was hot that afternoon. Ann was wear- 
ing a halter play suit and she looked a lot 
like she did that first time Dad and I saw 
her. I smiled and started to tell her of 
the party I was cooking up with her as 
guest of honor. 

I wasn’t prepared for her reaction. 

“Bridge! That old bunch of hens?” Ann 
threw her head back and laughed. “You 
expect me to enjoy that kind of party? Oh 
no, no, no.” Her laughter was near hys- 
The longer she laughed the more 
I put a hesitant hand on 


terical. 
odd it sounded. 
(nn’s arm. 

“Have I done something wrong, Ann? 
These are all Dad’s friends’ wives. You 
seem to enjoy their husbands’ company 
when they come by. Why—why ...” I 
faltered. “Why don’t you like them? Look. 
Ann.” I pointed to the guest list. “There's 
Aunt Ruth and Aunt Agnes and... .” 

“Aunt Ruth, Aunt Agnes!” she mim- 
icked. “A bunch of old hens, I repeat! 
They don’t like me and I don’t like them. 
I'm too young for them. They’re jealous 
of me and we've got nothing in common. 
All they can jabber about is their kids. Do 
you know why they don’t come here any 
more? Do you?” 

She leaned forward to me, her eyes burn- 
ing bright with a queer intensity. “They 
don’t come because I let them know | 
didn’t want them. When I spilled a cock- 
tail on your precious Aunt Ruth I told her. 
‘Oh. I hope your dress isn’t spoiled, but 
then it’s not a very good one, is it?’ She 
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hasn’t been back since.” A 
laughter of Ann’s. 


I was horrified. “And your dear Aunt 
Aones. I told her that we threw out that 
casserole she sent over when Bill and I 
frst got married. I told her and then | 


made out as though I[ hadn’t meant to let it 
slip. You should have her face!” 
she breathed hard and tossed her head defi- 
antly. 

“What do I them? All I 
care about is Bill and me and as long as 
[ stay young and pretty, your Dad will be 
happy. The men like the young 
sweet. The ladies don’t. but the 
decide they don’t count, the better off you 
are, my sweet.” She pinched my cheek 
lightly. It was only 
close to me that I realized Ann was drunk. 
and headed 


seen 
care about 


ones. 


sooner you 


when she came so 
She stood up then, uncertainly. 
downstairs. 

“Think Vl] have one julep.” 
waved her hand back at me. “So cool in 
this weather, y know.” I looked at the 
party plans crumpled in my lap. The sound 
of her laughter echoed in my ears. As hot 
as the weather was, I shivered. 

Alone in my room. I cried that 
Not for Ann. I cried for Dad for there was 
nothing that I could tell him. The years 
hard ones for him 


more She 


night. 


ahead were going to be 
and I knew that Ann would keep him 
fooled a long time. 

She would be sorry that she 
her top with me, 
She’d be as sweet as sweet could be tomor- 
row. But what was said could never be 
unsaid. I had had my fill of Ann and I 
was going to learn to cope with her. Maybe. 
without letting Dad know, I could help 
him. 


had blown 


when she sobered up. 


T WAS shopping time for my school 

clothes and Ann horned in on all my 
department store sorties. She never seemed 
to feel out of place. One day. when she 
decided to buy a skirt like one I had been 
looking at, the clerk said not too tactfully. 
“But dearie, this number 
very young girl!” 

Ann’s face fell and then turned livid. I 
realized just how much she capitalized on 
being young, young. That was why 
she tagged along behind me. She didn’t 
realize what a fool she was making of her- 
self. I walked away from the transaction 
and didn’t hear the rest of the conversa- 
tion, but Ann bought the skirt. 

Then it was the night before I 
leave for the girls’ college Dad and I had 
mother = 


is only for the 


ever 


was to 


chosen because it had been my 
school. Dad had promised to take me out 
on the town the night before I left. At the 
last minute though, he got tied up in a lit- 
tle town about 75 miles out and couldn't 
make it in. He called and promised to be 
home as soon as he could, certainly in time 
to take me to the train in the morning. He 
asked me to get Ann to take me out and 
to have a good time. “Maybe she'll even 
let you have a cocktail. It’s okay 
e,” Dad suggested in the light carefree 
voice I loved. 


with 


gain that strange 


But my spirits sank. had looked for- 
ward so to this evening out with Dad. I 
couldn’t help showing my disappointment 
but I had promised I'd go with Ann and I 
When Dad ended 
the long-distance conversation with “Now 
you kids have a good time. Babs” I almost 
blurted out something unkind but I didn’t. 

Ann and I got dressed. I wore a simple 


tried to be nice about it. 


a warm ginger color that went 
with my coloring. But Ann was 
dressed to kill. She put on a black silk 
sheath that shrieked with chic and I had 
to admit she looked mighty sharp. But as 
she went from her room to the bath to fin- 
caught sight of me. 


wool dress. 


well 


ish her make-up, she 


“You look very nice, Babs,” she said 
quietly. 
“You too, Ann,” I said sincerely. 


But when she came out of her room next. 
she was dressed as nearly like me as she 
could be. skirt she'd bought 
on the last shopping expedition and a snug 


She wore the 


black jersey shirt. Her shoes were mid- 
heeled black ones that she usually wore 
around the house. Her hair was tied back 


with a black velvet ribbon. 
“How do I look now?” she 
the hallway. 
She looked like a teen-ager and she knew 
it. What an evening lay ahead! 
“Don’t you think have on a 
too much make-up?” 


called from 


little 
noticing 


you 
I countered, 
where she had tried to 
» the tiny little laugh wrinkles. Her lips 
. Her face. I noted, 
mask-like. All 


was looking young. 


her camou- 


flag 


were 


eyes 
scarlet was begin- 
ning to look 
thought she 
I muttered, shrugging into my topper. 

We went to dinner at the 
in town and then we went into the cocktail 
lounge where there was a combo playing. 

We had a little trouble getting in, but 
Ann had identification which showed she 
thought it 
waiter didn’t believe she 


because she 
“Ready?” 


nicest place 


was married. She was such a 
joke that the 
my “mother.” 
“Your Dad told me 
cocktail. Babs.” 
I shook my head, 


hear the 


was 
you could have one 


Ann, I 


you go 


“No thanks, 
music. But 
ahead.” I didn’t get the 
She ordered one martini, and then 
and I began to get 


just want 
right 


sarcasm. 


guess she 


a second and a third 
restless. 

I wanted to see 
He’d 


was 


I wanted to go home. 
Dad. Maybe he was already home. 
had time to travel 75 miles. Maybe he 
waiting. But Ann was having a wonderful 
time. I noticed that her gaze had shifted 
from me. 

I followed her glance and I saw the rea- 
There at the bar, were two soldiers. 
young soldiers. The kind of kids who get 
high school and volunteer in the 
I couldn’t believe 
They 


son, 


out of 
Army to “see the 
my eyes. Ann was 
couldn’t have been a day over 18 and one 


world.” 
flirting with them! 


was winking at her. She was giving him 
reason to, too! I was disgusted. 
“Ann,” I touched her shoulder. “Ann, I 


think we’d better go. 


| 
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“Just one more drink, hon. It’s early yet. 
Just one more.” 

She called for the waitress and as she 
did the two soldiers got up and walked 

ver to us. “The drinks are on us, sugar,” 
ne said and they flanked us in the oval 
ooth, one beside Ann and one beside me. 
| thought I was going to cry from shame. 
Then I heard Ann’s pleasant chatter be- 
nl. 

“Why. I don’t believe I know you, sir,” 
her high pitched voice pretending to be 

idignant while her eyes flashed subtleties 
[ was surprised to see. 

Ihe soldier’s slurred voice was thick 
vith whiskey. “But, baby, you can get to 
know me real well in just a little while. 
Waitress, the drinks are on me.” 

In desperation I turned to the soldier be- 

de me. “Please, let me out. Please!” 

Something in my voice must have told 
m I wasn’t in on the party. 

“What’s wrong, sister? Your friend there 
ave us the come-on. Something wrong?” 

His voice was young and clear and puzzled. 
[ would be willing to bet this was his first 

ack at an escapade but he felt like a 

an of the world. 

“Nothing’s wrong. I just want to head 
me and Ann—Ann just won't leave.” 
“Well, I tell you what.” He looked at 

closely. “We'll go on. Tl walk you 
me.” His voice was sincere and earnest. 
You look like a good kid. Come on. For- 

t those two. They can get together any 

i1y that they want to.” He half rose. 

I pulled him back, shaking my head. 
But I can’t go home without her. Dad 

ight be there and it would hurt him so 
ery much!” The tears were about to spill 
el 

Say. is she your sister?” The soldier 

side me peered around me to get a look 

Ann. “You don’t look anything alike. 
Say, she doesn’t look like any teen-ager 
ose up. She’s been around a while, that 

e has.” 

[ bit my lips as I said it, but I couldn’t 
old it back. “She’s my Dad’s wife,” I 
lurted out and then the tears really came. 

The soldier beside me got up. “Excuse 
e, sister. 'm going to get my buddy out 

this before he really gets into a jam.” 

He went over and nudged his friend and 
e latter reluctantly got up. Ann turned 
n me. “What’s the matter, Babs? What 

you spoiling the fun for? It’s just a 1i’] fun. 
Thought you wanted a good time, huh?” 
The soldiers passed by us on their way 
The fellow that had been talking with 

\nn tipped his hat and leered at her. “For 
old babe, you really got a come-on!” 

“An old babe. Who’s an old babe?” Ann 

rted to get up. I held her arm and, al- 

sugh she quieted down, I could tell she 
raging inside. We didn’t say anything 
we left the lounge. We caught a taxi 
tside and went home. 
"HE LIGHT was burning in the front 
room and I could see the car in the ga- 
ge. Dad was home. But suddenly, I didn’t 
ant to see him, What could I tell Dad? I 


JO 


couldn’t pretend everything was all right— 
I was too upset. And I couldn't hurt Dad 
by telling him the truth. Ann would deny 
it anyway. Whom would Dad believe then? 
So I slipped into the house and hurried 
past the living room calling a subdued 
“Goodnight, Dad. See you in the morning.” 

He was sitting behind the newspaper and 
he didn’t even see me as I scurried by. I 
had reached the top of the steps before I 
heard him ask Ann what was wrong. 

“Too much good-timing for little Betty 
Co-ed,” she said and she and Dad laughed 
together. I could hear the tinkle of ice 
again and her light chatter as she and Dad 
fixed a nightcap. It was long after they 
had come upstairs that I went to sleep. 

The next morning when it was time for 
the train to pull out, I broke down and 
cried. Tears streamed down my face. I 
wanted to tell Dad about Ann. I hugged 
him close and cried as I had when I was 
just a little girl. But he didn’t understand. 
He thought it was just the excitement of 
the trip and leaving home. 

“You'll be home Christmas. baby. Re- 
member what Dad’s taught you. Be a good 
girl. P'll miss you.” He cleared his throat. 
In the last-minute shuffle. it was conven- 
ient for me to overlook Ann until the last 
second. Then I gave her a stiff little kiss 
while my whole being rebelled. | swung up 
the steps just before the train pulled out. 

As we began to move. I found my seat 
and looked back at Dad standing on the 
platform with Ann. They got smaller and 
smaller in my tear-dimmed sight. | cried 
all over again. Dad was in for some real 
heartaches with Ann. Finally. I dried my 
eyes and decided that Dad was able to take 
care of himself and that the best way to 
help him was to take care of myself in a 
manner of which he could be proud. I was 
off on the first lap of a very important part 
of my life. Although my heart was heavy. 
it quickened with each passing hour. 

College was exciting. I wasn’t a raving 
beauty or Phi Beta Kappa material, but I 
seemed to make friends well. This was a 
welcome relief after the past few months 
of being Ann’s shadow. I was rushed by 
three sororities and finally pledged to the 
one my mother had belonged to. There 
were fellows from nearby universities. Not 
a lot of fellows, two or three that finally 
narrowed down to one, Ken. He opened a 
whole new world for me. 

Dad’s 
home. Ann’s came too 
but they didn’t mean much to me. Dad's 


letters brought me news from 


friendly and gay 


gave me insight into what was happening 
at home. An insight that I had that he 
didn’t have. 

One of his letters told me how the fel- 
lows still came around for Ann’s brownies 
and cokes. “Guess they’re keeping their 
places until the real belle returns. “s 
Keeping their places. They were flirting 
with Ann. How stupid could Dad be? 

Another of his letters asked wondering- 
ly why Ruth and Agnes hadn't been by. 
“T guess you were the real attraction at 


our house, Babs. None of your ‘aunts’ has 
been by in ages... .” 

Then it was Christmas. When I wen; 
home, Dad was thinner than I had remem. 
hered. He laughed at my mentioning it 
“Been doing up the night spots a bit. Babs, 
Since you’ve been gone, I decided to haye 
a little fling. Ann and I have had one grea 
hoopla.” I knew just how much his deg. 
sion it had been. 

Ann was her usual self. Still lovely. stil! 
effervescent. There was never any refer. 
ence to what happened the night before | 
left town. I almost felt some times that | 
had dreamed up the whole thing. But now 
I detected little things in her conversation 
that made me know that that occurrence 
had been real. and there must surely haye 
been other unfortunate nights like that, 

It was a determination with Ann that she 
remain young. She was using more powder 
than ever. and her face. despite its en. 
chanting features. lost much of its charm 
beneath the pasty make-up. Her mouth wa: 
carmine. Instead of wearing clothes that 
would have made her a knock-out. her 
wardrobe was almost a duplication oj 
mine. 

Dad called her his “child-bride.” but his 
voice sounded just a little weary. There 
were streaks in his hair now, I noticed with 
a shock, Dad was beginning to slow down. 
Was it Ann’s pace. was it the long years 
of being both parents to me, was business 
voing well? Dad assured me everything 
was okay. It was. he emphasized oddly. 
time for him to have a few gray hairs in 
his head. He said it as if he had had some 
previous unpleasant discussion on the sub- 
ject. I let it drop. 

Dad was glad to have me home. I could 
tell. He told me he wanted to give me a 
New Year’s Eve party so I could say a 
brief “hello” to all of my old high school 
friends, many of whom were home from 
other colleges. It sounded like fun. so | 
pitched into the preparations with Ann and 
we got along famously. There was eggnog 
and fruit cake and lots of good records, 
some of which I had brought home from 
school. 

By ten o’clock the night of the party. 
the house was full of kids who used to be 
“the gang.” The girls were prettier. the 
fellows more mature than IT had ever seen 
them. I received them in a sleek royal blue 
taffeta that made me feel wonderful. The 
compliments I got were astounding. Evi- 
dently my own looks had improved. too, 
while | was away. I was flushed with pleas- 
ure. 

Then my face fell. Ann came down the 
steps with Dad. She wore a bouffant pink 
taffeta that looked as though it had been 
hought in the sub-deb shop. I wouldnt 
have been caught dead in it. And Dad. poo! 
Dad. looked like the man of distinction in 
his tuxedo, The contrast was so great that 
it was ridiculous. 

I could see the fellows passing signifi- 
cant glances. I could hear nearby whispers 
and snickers among the girls. Ann and Dad 
could have been such a handsome couple. 
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But Ann was determined to be young— 
younger even than I, it seemed—and, in do- 
ing so, she was making a fool of herself. 

Once downstairs, Ann took over as if it 
were her party. She outdanced all the 
girls; she put her head on collegiate shoul- 
ders on the slow numbers. Dad stayed by 
the eggnog bowl, drinking steadily. 

] went over to him. Suddenly I was tired 
of the party. I was ready to go back to 
school. The same old pattern of last sum- 
mer was being repeated. 

“Dad.” I asked quietly, “What’s the mat- 

ter?” 
He turned to me, his forehead furrowed. 
“I'm not quite sure, Babs, but Ann just 
isn't grown up.” He said it as if he were 
explaining something to himself. “She lives 
in a Peter Pan world.” 

As we stood there talking, the whistles 
blew. the bells rang. It was midnight. The 
New Year had come. I hugged Dad and 
wished him “The happiest New Year 
ever!” 

“Let’s find Ann,” he said. But 
where we were standing we could see Ann. 
So could everyone else. The whistles and 
noisemakers began to stop. There was no 
more confetti throwing. Ann was wrapped 
in fond embrace with Phil, my old flame. 
Even to me. he seemed juvenile after Ken 
at school. But Ann had her arms around 
his neck as if she were trying to prove 
something to him and to herself. The kiss 
was long. long enough for them to realize 
something was wrong. I couldn’t have 
stopped Dad from what he did if I had 
wanted to. 


from 


I E STRODE across the floor and put a 

rough hand on Ann’s shoulder, pulled 
her away and then swung at Phil. It was 
terrible. The party broke up. Everyone was 
taking. but not to me. Coats were hurried 
into, and all at once, the house was still. 
Very still. 

Ann turned to Dad, her voice was shrill. 
“Why do you always spoil my fun? You're 
too old to have any fun, so you don’t want 
me to enjoy myself!” Ann’s make-up had 
begun to wear off and she began to look 
her age. The ludicrous effect was height- 
ened by the frothy pink dress that made 
amockery of her lovely figure. 

Dad’s angry voice barked back at her 
and, with the ugliness of their argument 
inmy ears, I went upstairs to my room. I 
was still in my party dress, my head down 
inmy arms when Dad knocked quietly at 
the door more than an hour later. 

“I'm sorry, Babs. Forgive me and Ann.” 
Nothing else. He kissed me on the fore- 
head and went back out of the room. “Hap- 
py New Year, baby.” he called over his 
shoulder softly. 

It was good to get back to school and 
to Ken. They were a refuge from the tem- 
pest at home. Ken was so stable, so under- 
standing. Before many more months I 
knew I was in love with him. 

Sut school couldn’t last 
June came much too soon for me. I decided 
to take a camp counselling job to keep 


forever, and 
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rom going home and staying all summer. 
told Daddy I wanted to earn the money, 
ut I don’t think I ever really fooled him. 
“I miss you, Babs,” he said brokenly. 
But summoning his poise he went on, 
You’re a big girl now, though, and you’ve 
t to learn to stand on your own feet. Go 
Babs. I'll run up one weekend to see 
a 
{nn went for a month to the resort in 
lichigan where Dad had met her. I shud- 
lered to think what she was doing. I tried 
rd not to think about her at all. Dad did 
ne up to the camp to see me. It was then 
at I told him about Ken. Ken would be a 
nior the next year at school and when he 
aduated. I told Dad shyly. he might be 
king for my hand. 
Dad was pleased. “Learn to be a good 
fe. baby, that’s all I ask of you. It’s so 
ry important.” He hugged me tight. 
[ was home only a couple of weeks be- 
e school re-opened. Ann was home. too, 
then, but she was very subdued. I no- 
ed a lot of bills coming from the exclu- 
e shops downtown and I wasn’t $sur- 
ised when I saw some of the outfits Ann 
d hanging in her closet. 
“Your Dad didn’t like my clothes. Babs. 
take a look at my current series.” She 
ing open the door and I nearly fainted. 
lits, at least a dozen of them. each 
eaming money, chic cocktail frocks, all 
daring. a mink stole! 
But how on earth can Dad afford these, 
n?” I asked. 
“That's his worry,” she said. “He didn’t 
ke the others, so it’s his business to pay 
r the ones he does like.” 
Where on earth do you wear all those 


igs!” I demanded. 

Her eyes narrowed down to steely little 

te sd | 

t around. I’m not old yet and I don’t in- 

d to act like it even if I have to dress 
it.” She gestured disdainfully at the 

setful of clothes. 


get around. Babs. believe me. I 


. he AIN I was glad to leave home. I was 
clad. too, that I had earned the camp- 
money because I had the feeling that 

Jad was pretty near strapped with the 

othing bills Ann must be running up. 

Dad wrote often that year. Ann was tak- 
trips: one to Kansas City where she 
da relative. one to Chicago to visit an 
friend, another to New York to shop. 
seemed relieved that she was away. It 
st be going hard with Dad. I knew. 
\t Christmas. Ken gave me my engage- 
nt ring and he came home with me to 
Dad if he could marry me in June. 
Jad liked Ken instantly and they got along 
iously. Ann stayed in the background 
the three days we were there. almost 
f she were afraid of me. Then Ken and 
vent on to his family’s residence upstate 
spend the rest of the vacation. His fam- 
was wonderful—just the way a family 
ild be. It was going to be grand being 


in this family. I couldn’t wait until June. 

Ken and I were married in the chapel 
on my campus the day after he graduated 
from the university. We went to live in his 
home town. I hated to say good-bye to Dad 
after the wedding but I was a June bride 
and my husband and I had a bright future 
of our own. 

Not more than two months afterwards, 
Dad called me and told me that Ann was 
going to Honolulu for a vacation. [ mur- 
mured “How nice” and encouraged Dad to 
come visit us during her absence. | knew 
that he must be lonely. Ann going to Hono- 
lulu! Where this 
stop. I wondered! 

The day that he came seemed like the 
end of the world. We had no sooner wel- 
comed him and sat down to the dinner ta- 


was thing going to 


ble. than a long distance call came for 
Dad—from California. 

It was about Ann. She was in a hospital. 
in a mental ward! 

The day before her boat sailed she had 
tried to pick up a young sailor who was 
waiting for his date on a San Francisco 
street corner. He had called her “old” and 
laughed at her. She’d torn off part of her 
clothes and said that she wasn’t old. that 
it was just her clothes that made her look 
that way. That 
young! She had gone off into an incoherent 


she was young. young. 


babble. Police had restrained her as she 
kicked and fought the bewildered boy. 
They took her to the mental ward for ob- 
servation. 

Dad cried. I had never seen him cry be- 
fore. not even when mother died. He sat 
perfectly still in his chair and the silent 
tears coursed down his careworn face. It 
was When he finally 
again. all he could say was “I knew it. I 


terrifying. spoke 
knew it.” 

I know now that Dad 
pected it for a long time. I had never 
thought Ann anything but a blatant. incur- 
able flirt. But this was different. My heart 
ached for her. If only we'd understood in 


must have sus- 


time! 

Dad had to go out to the Coast to pick 
Ann up. Ken let me go with him because 
Dad _ needed lean on for 
strength himself. By the time we got there. 
Ann had really gone off. She didn’t recog- 
nize Dad or me. She kept screaming that 


someone to 


she was too young to be in a hospital. too 
young to be treated this way. I combed her 
tangled hair and tried to comfort her. 

I couldn't help remembering how she 
had looked that first day I saw her running 
up the pier from the lake. That was a far 
cry from the raging woman pulling against 
her bonds, her wild eyes wide and glassy. 

There was nothing anyone could seem 
to say or do that seemed to penetrate her 
consciousness, They drugged her heavily. 
Dad chartered a special plane and a regis- 
tered nurse to fly back with Ann and she 
was placed in an institution not far from 
home. The psychiatrist traced the root of 


the upset to Ann’s former marriage. Her 
first husband had wanted children and she 
could have none. He taunted her by saying 
that all she would have when she was old 
would be memories. that her beauty would 
fade and there would be nothing to com. 
fort her. No love. no happiness. nothing. 
She was unfulfilled womanhood. 

That had lodged in her subconscious 
mind, the psychiatrist explained to us. and 
her whole life since had been directed to- 
ward staying young to ward off such a trag. 
edy in her life. He pointed to her actions 
with my friends, her fanaticism about sexy 
clothes. her immature judgment. We un. 
derstood now. 

He told us, too, of the new shock therapy 
she would be receiving and expressed hope 
that Ann would be able to go home in sey- 
eral months, It was much more than sey- 
eral months. It was two years before Dad 
took Ann back to their house. Two years 
of wondering whether she would ever be 
herself. But then I guess Ann won't ever 
be herself as we knew her before. She's a 
different Ann now. 

Her hair is not the brilliant black it had 
been. They don’t use color rinses in the 
sanitarium so streaks of gray show now. 
Her hair is braided and wrapped about 
her head in a regal coronet. She’s a little 
plumper. she wears only a suggestion of 
powder and lipstick but I have never seen 
her more beautiful. Never, She’s 35 and 
she looks it. But there’s a new tranquillity 
in her eyes. 

When she saw me the first day she came 
home. her arms went out to me. “Babs, my 
daughter. Babs.” she said softly. And when 
I put Kenneth, Jr.. in her arms you should 
have seen her smile. I looked at Dad then 
and there was a new peace in his eyes. too. 
I knew that he had loved Ann all the while 
and that he loved her even more now be- 
cause their happiness had come at such a 
high price, 

(nn still has bad days. moody days 
when little things upset her. Don’t we all? 
But Dad knows how to make her smile 
again. The psychiatrist says that even this 
little moodiness will pass in time. We're 
all pulling together for her complete recov- 
ery. Ken, Jr.. is her best tonic. You should 
hear her talking about her “grandchild” 
when Aunt Agnes and Aunt Ruth come 
calling. 

In the meantime. I think back to the day 
when Dad brought Ann home as my “step- 
mother.” Although, at time. she 
seemed wicked and cruel to me, I know 
now that she is much more like the fairy 


one 


codmother in the stories—sweet. gentle and 
kind, 

People are gradually forgetting 
other self and Ann is headed for the best 
years of her life. And so is Dad. who has 
waited so long for happiness. Theirs is not 
a fountain of youth but a fountain of un- 


her 


derstanding. 


THE END 
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(Continued from Page 34) 


not 
me 


isn't that wonderful?” she gurgled, 
waiting for his reply, and watching 
falter awkwardly through a basic rhumba 
step. Buzzers sounded. My heavens, was 
the whole hour gone already? 

Fortunately, for me, Mr. Kennedy had 
to go on immediately to his next pupil, be- 
cause I'll never know how I got out of the 
steel-trap sales spiel that Miss Van Heu- 
sen put on me. But I got out of there 
somehow, and floated down the gaudy, 
primrose-colored stairway to the street. I'll 
never know how I got home; by bus, I 
think. 

But I couldn’t sign up for any lessons. 
I'd left a little over $500 in the bank when 
[left New York. “That’s for you, mother,” 
| kept repeating. “I can’t, I won’t touch 
it! I promise. I promise. I won’t ever 
see him again!” 

I felt my way into my dark, hot, shabby 
little room and kitchenette, reached up and 
switched on the unshaded light bulb. 

My mind was now made up. My mother 
came first. 

I tried to convince myself that I was per- 
fectly happy about my decision, and sat 
down on the hard, lumpy edge of the bed 
—and immediately grabbed the torn page 
of the Detroit Evening News which I had 
left there earlier in the evening when I'd 
ripped out the advertisement. 

No, it must always be just a memory. 
I'd never look at one of those ads again. 
Right now, the first thing I’ve got to do is 
get me a job. Any kind of Three 
whole weeks in Detroit, and only a few 
days’ occasional modelling, though Id 
haunted all the big and model 
agencies. But there are no big fashion 
shows at this time of year, and I had very 
little money left now. 


job. 


stores 


I'd take anything. Yes, even go back 
to waiting on table. But I hated the 


thought of going back to a dull job like 
that. Back to those awful, boring days 
after school at Higgy’s Restaurant in Har- 
lem, where I slaved to save enough to pay 
for my modelling course, and move “down- 
town” when I finished high school. 

Higgy, himself, was always kind and 
helpful to me, but I cringed when I 
thought of those others in there, and that 
awful man, the first year I was at high 
school, who yelled at me: “Get a move on 
there, Stilts!” And everybody laughed, and 
the kids in there all took up the nickname 
at school. They didn’t know how I hated 
the curse of inheriting my father’s tower- 
ing height and his white blood. 

They all thought I was stuck-up, and 
left me out of all their dances and activi- 
ties. I was such a lonely misfit. If any of 


them so much as even spoke, it was only 


“Hi, Stilts!” 
All right, there couldn’t be anything 
worse than Higgy’s. I fumbled back 


through the disarranged paper on the bed, 
and my burnt and went 
numb: 

“HOUSES FOR SALE”—I saw just the 
heading before my eyes blurred over with 
I got a guilty, 


suddenly eyes 


conscience-stung tears. 
mentary flash of that little cottage that I 
had been working and slaving for so I 
could get mother away from our cooped- 
up, stuffy, little flat in Harlem—before it 
was too late. 

An operation was necessary, it would be 
expensive, but the doctors had assured us 
both that, at her age, it was not dangerous, 
and that she’d have many years to look 
forward to. 

She is still an exceptionally beautiful 


light-skinned woman in her middle forties. | 


And my father, judging from his pictures 
and from what mother has told me, 
tall. white, dashingly handsome, devil-may- 
care young Canadian. Like so many Can- 
was unknown to him, 
Just before I was born, 


adians, prejudice 


even in those days. 


he was killed, tragically, down south. And 
I guess you know why. 

“HELP WANTED—FEMALE”—Long, 
monotonous, tormenting columns. Nothing 
for models. Waitresses? Yes, here. I | 
cringed. And marked six, possible. Sure- 
ly, one of them, tomorrow .. . 


HURRIED into bed, but my mind was 

seething with the swirling excitement of 
Mr. Kennedy, and fermenting with hatred 
of waiting on table, and “Stilts,” and— 
and—that awful night, just three weeks 
at the exclusive 57th Street 
Salon where I worked in New York. 

I had just rushed out the dressing-room 
door—we all had to work late that night— 
when suddenly a voice boomed out: “Well, 
if it ain’t good ol’ Stilts!) This sure is a 
surprise!” 

I gasped. There stood one of the guys 
I hadn’t seen since first-year high school, 
ear, and complete 


ago, 


grinning from ear to 
with bucket and mops. 


I couldn’t even remember his name. He 
bellowed out, “What’s wrong, Stilts? You 
no longer speak to your ol’ friends no 
more?” 

There was dead silence coming in a 
wave out of the dressing-room door. The 
girls were all listening! 

He thought I was deliberately giving 
him the brush-off, and I trembled as I | 


watched the lines of his face set 
deep scowl at the 
snarled at me: “You sure 
mighty, Stilts, since you been passin’. 
like the ol’ days in Harlem.” 


I motioned him to follow me as I nerv- 


supposed insult. 
high and 


Not 


gone 


ously hurried into a fitting-room at the far 
end of the hallway. As I closed the door, 
his name suddenly came back to me. 
“Marshall,” I beamed, all smiles, “I’m 
really so glad to see you again. Here, sit 
Tell me, Your 


down. how is everybody? 
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mother and dad? 
Stella? My. she was always the prettiest 
girl in school.” I chattered nervously on, 
“What is she doing now?” 

“She’s gone out west somewheres, Chi- 
cago, I guess. I don’t know, she keeps 
driftin’ ‘round. What care?” 

I stiffened as I noticed how he was care- 
fully appraising the beautifully-tailored 
outfit I was wearing, and brazenly taking 
me in from head to toe. He didn’t miss 
a curve or contour. And now his eyes were 
considering my smart leather hand-bag. 

He squirmed his haunches forward on 
the chair, and spread his long legs out in- 
sinuatingly towards me. “I hated you, 
Stilts, like all the other kids at school, but 
I’ve forgot all that—I could sure go for 
I’ve even forgotten about 


you 


you, now, baby. 
that night that money was took from the 


” 





principal’s office 

“But. Marshall, I—I wasn’t the only one 
who said they saw you go into the prin- 
cipal’s office after the school show—” 

“Yeah, I know, but I got kicked out of 
school for that. But let’s us forget about 
all that. You looks right prime to me—” 
Scared, I watched his chest heave and a 
heavy muscle started throbbing in_ his 
neck. Fear held me taut. 

“How much pay-cash you got in that 
purse, Stilts?’ 

Me or my money! Weak and all sick 
inside. I knew he’d be around every week 
to be paid to keep quiet no matter where 
I worked. Now that the girls knew about 
my Negro blood, I doubted that I could 
ever get another modelling job in New 
York. What could I do but drop my bag 
on the floor and dash in terror out the 
door? I kept hearing his revengeful 
laugh. ... 

The alarm clock mercifully pulled me 
back from those hideous dreams, and I was 
so exhausted and haggard the next morn- 
ing that I had no difficulty looking very 
unlike a model when I forced myself to 
enter a bedraggled employment agency. 
By noon, I was resentfully standing beside 
a table. taking an order for “hamburger, 
without onions.” 

Day after day after day the job became 
more nauseating and hateful. By Friday 
night, in my tailored beige. sparked with 
flame accessories, and my straight black 
hair parted in the center and drawn into 
a double coil on the nape of my neck. I 
was again floating up the primrose stair- 
way, into Miss Van Heusen’s office—-and I 
signed a check for $100 on my New York 
bank, for lessons. 

I couldn't help it! 

I choked as the blue 
seemed to disappear from the little dream 


roof and shutters 


cottage but—Mr. Kennedy was all I 
wanted—nothing else mattered. And I was 
again hesitantly stepping into Studio 7, 


holding a deep breath and fighting my 
conscience. 

“Well, the beautiful Miss Henderson!” 
he smiled down at me. “It was swell when 
Miss Van Heusen told me 
my 8 o’clock pupil over for you.” 


she'd switched 


And how is your sister, 


Perhaps he does like me. I thrilled. Per. 
haps, somehow, I can have him. My eyes 
almost closed, and went misty. and I could 
feel my throat throbbing. But before | 


could say anything he continued: Was 

afraid you’d gone back to New York.” 
“No,” I answered. Changing the sub. 

ject quickly, I asked: “Where are you 


from?” 
“Across the river—Windsor.” 
“Canadian!” I gasped. 
“Why, yes.” he added, 
startle you.” 


It had! 


“that seems to 


Pictures of my father 
mother’s romance—did history actually 
ever repeat itself? Merciful heaven. NO! 
Please! But he was already introducing 
me to the slow, languorous movements of 
the tango, and soon I was gradually re. 
laxing. and revelling in the smoothness of 
his movement and the very proximity of 
his body. I wanted to tell him how clean. 


my 


cut and terrific he looked in that dark 
plaid jacket, how it emphasized his glow. 


ing sun-tan coloring. 

“When do you get time to get the sun. 
tan?” I asked, as he led me through a 
tango promenade. 

“In the mornings. don’t come over 
here till noon,” he laughed, “I’m working 
on an excavation. I guess it sounds crazy, 
to a person like you, but I’ve bought a 
little piece of land up the Detroit River, 
and I’m building a house. Don’t laugh,” 


he grinned. all enthusiasm, “I’m _ really 
mighty proud of it.” 
Laugh? I was almost in tears. Now, no 


matter what happened, I couldn’t possibly 


have him. No young man would be build- 
- Cc 


ing a house except for one thing. his 
fiancée. or worse—his wife. 
“Ts it a—a big house?” I faltered. 
“Heck, no.” he grinned, modestly. “just 


You might call it a bunga- 
low, I guess. You know, white clapboard 
siding, green shingled roof—” He was 
now trying to show me the third tango 
promenade. It was complicated for a be- 
but, anyway. I couldn’t concen- 


a little shanty. 


ginner, 
trate. 
“I—I used to plan a—a little cottage. 


myself,” I began. desperately remember- 


ing the check I had just signed, “upstate 
New York—” 
“Really?” He was so_ interested his 


voice was actually singing. “Green roof?” 

“Blue.” I whispered. 

“Wouldn’t you like to come over and see 
it? We could compare notes and_ ideas. 
you might have some suggestions—no, you 
step forward on your heel, remember? Not 
like in the waltz where you slide forward 
on the ball of the foot. That’s it. Now 
let’s try that whole figure over again.” 

Misery enshrouded me so that I couldn't 
concentrate. It’s better that he is married. 
my heart kept taunting me. Finish this 
lesson and get out. OUT! But the physi- 
cal contact of the tango turned me back 
into his arms. I could hardly go on. 

“That’s better. Your partner has to lead 


with his right thigh, there, otherwise he 
has no control. Start that figure again, 
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now When you turn through beside me— 
that’s it—be sure you press your left thigh 
—_there—or I have no way of leading.” 
How could I stand any more? 
I was glad the buzzer cut in. 


HE HOT summer weeks droned by at 

the restaurant. Each hour made me 
more depressed. I had stopped writing to 
mother and this kept gnawing at me. I 
knew it added to her worries, but I was 
too ashamed. There’d be so little left in 
the bank by now for her to live on. Even 
the foundation of the cottage had com- 
pletely disappeared by now. 

I lived only for that one hour a week 
with Mr. Kennedy, and on the last Friday 
in August, I went in early and gave Miss 
Van Heusen the new address I would be 
moving to—in a poorer town. 
I saw her raise a startled, calculating eye- 
brow. I shall always remember the slow 
gleam of appraisal that spread through her 
eyes, across her face, and, octopus-like, 


section of 


reached out to envelope me. 

I had such a frightening premonition 
that I almost ran to the arms of Mr. Ken- 
Near the end of the 
“There’s 


nedy, in Studio 7. 
lesson he 
something bothering you, isn’t there, Miss 
I've sort of noticed it these 


unexpectedly said, 
Henderson ? 
past weeks. 

“You know what I think?” 
matched the ease of his rhumba movement. 
“I think a great big relaxing day, out in 
the sun, would do you a world of good. 
How about coming over and helping me on 
rush the rhythm when 


his smile 


Sunday—no, don’t 
you step into that Havana Break—try it 
again. I find the has a 
miraculous way of brushing away a lot of 


great outdoors 


old cobwebs—and troubles.” 

“It would be lovely. but I’m afraid I’m 
not the outdoorsy, self-reliant type,” I be- 
gan, weakly, then laughed, “even though 
people seem to think that I am big enough 
to be.” 

“That’s what I like about you,” he said 
quietly. My heart jumped. Also my tem- 
perature. Did he really mean that? I was 
slad that he lifted his arm, because he 
couldn’t see the hot flush on my face, as I 
turned under his arm and into a 
Havana Break. “Because,” he explained, 
“I sure do find it a bit awkward, always 
having to lean over to talk to girls, or 


went 


dancing with girls, way down there.” He 
indicated about five foot two. 
I was glowing, inside and out. Espe- 


cially in!’ Here was the first person in my 
life who had ever liked me on account of 
my height. If he even liked me for any 
reason at all, I was overjoyed. 

And when he said, “We could pack a 
picnic lunch the whole day. 
Come on!” sounded, and I 


and _ have 
the 
gasped “Yes.” 
Perhaps I just imagined it, but I felt 
his arms tighten around me, and he said, 


buzzer 


‘Tll pick you up at the waiting-room on 
the Detroit side of the Tunnel at 9 o’clock 
—grey convertible, Ontario license. Sun- 
day morning. Okay?” He held the door 


open for me and another magic hour was 
vone. 

I didn’t try to fight it any longer. I 
knew that he could never be mine. I knew 
that I had walked out on mother—on the 
only happy. decent thing in my life. But 
[ also knew that I was going to have one 
fling, one REAL weekend, and then . 

When I got back to my room I tried 
to practice the new steps he’d shown me. 
But it was no good. I couldn’t remember 

and didn’t even want to. I was waltzing 
around the room, the room was waltzing 
around me. So this is love! And I thought 
I'd never experience it! 

During my Saturday hour, I 
bought things I wanted to prepare for the 
picnic. I was at the Tunnel waiting-room 
hefore 9 o'clock Sunday morning, all | 
decked out in my only grey slacks, black | 
jersey turtleneck, shouldering a jaunty 
mustard jacket, big sun-glasses, and car- 
rying a neatly wrapped parcel. 

“You look like something out of a fash- 
ion show,” grinned Mr. Kennedy, as a grey 
convertible with an Ontario license 
screeched to a stop and he opened the door 


lunch 


for me. 

“IT used to be.” I said as I climbed in, 
thinking how dashing, and carefree, and 
happy he looked, just like a big kid going 
to a picnic. I sat well away from him. 

\s headed into the hollow roar of 
the tunnel, and under the Detroit River, 
he yelled: “Mine’s Steve. Might as well 
get used to it. I know yours is Betty. I 
looked it up on your file in the office. It’s 
my favorite name. You'll find these immi- 
gration officials a swell bunch of Joes—I 


we 


know them all.” 

*Yes—Steve.” I murmured gratefully, 
and as warmly as I dared. But it didn’t 
matter, he couldn’t hear me anyway. 

We slowed down on the Canadian side 
for the immigration and customs officials. 
Steve obviously didn’t even have to show 
his daily border-crossing permit. They all 
knew him so well, and after a couple of 
routine questions, they cheerfully waved 
us on. The sun and | 
after turning up Wyandotte Street, we 
headed out into the bright, clear, spar- 
kling countryside. 

A few miles out beyond Sandwich, Steve 
turned towards the river, along some coun- 
try roads winding through a regular forest, 
clearing, and brought the 


was well up now, 


came out into a 
car to a stop. 
I just sat and 
There, amid 
birches and rising from a field-stone foun- 


gazed. 
a group of maples and 


dation, the new-lumber framework of his 
cottage gleamed in the sunlight. 

“Come on, let me show you around,” he 
coaxed, jumping out of the car. As he 
opened the door for me I thought how like | 
a king he looked, so justifiably little-boy- 





proud of it all. 
“What's this?” 
take the parcel off my knees. 
“Oh, just some things I prepared. a 
salad. and a fresh raspberry pie and—” it 
sounded like a come-on “—TI can 


he asked, reaching to 


almost 
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ally turn out the kind of pies that mother 
sed to make.” 

He proudly showed me through the 
ellar, and paced out where the rooms and 
loors would be on the ground floor. Then, 
‘suite unselfeonsciously, he took my hand 

help me down the pile of rocks he used 

steps. “Come on down to the river,” 
said as we sauntered through the field 
hay. “Some day this is going to be the 
ront lawn. Let’s have a swim before we 
irt work! I can change in that little grove 
cedars, there by the river’s edge.” 
“But I can’t swim, Steve.” 
“Well, I’m a good teacher. No excuses 


We started back to the car. “You can 
ange in the basement.” he said. 
B» THE time I changed and got down 
to the shore he raced out of the grove 
cedars and along the sand beach yell- 
“Come on, I'll race you to the sand- 
out there.” 

But I tell you I can’t swim. Steve.” 

WHEEOO!” he whistled. as he ap- 

vached me. “Gypsy Rose Lee! And you 

cook, too?” 

Other men. like Marshall. and creeps at 
ishion shows, had ogled me, and Id 
rithed. But when Steve’s admiration bub- 

ed out of his eyes and all over me, I 
idn’t mind at all. I stretched my long, 
raight legs out ahead of me, instead of 
tting on them as I usually would have. 

d thought, they are kind of nice, aren't 

ley f 

He was standing right above me now. I 

id known, mentally. what he would look 

ke without his clothes on. But I hadn't 

pected there’d be quite so much! I 

oked up. “Why do you wear that ring 

ound your neck, Steve?” 

He lifted a wedding ring, hanging on a 
silver chain. up over his head. “Because 

is too small to get on any finger.” he 
iid, sitting down on the warm sand be- 

de me. “Remember I told you that 
Betty’ was my favorite name?” He handed 
the ring. tenderly. 

[ slowly made out the inscription: “To 
Elizabeth—my own—my all.” 

“Steve.” was all I could say, as I slowly 

tended the ring back to him. 

‘Yes,” he said with a sigh, “Dad gave 
mother on their wedding day. 
Elizabeth Jeanie MacGregor. The sweet- 

blondest. Scotch lassie that ever mi- 
ited to Canada, aye. that she was. She 
nt into domestic service. and Dad met 

her while he was driving the team for a 


it to 


| dairy. It was a case of love at first 
ht, but Dad hesitated and considered 
ngs a long time before they finally got 
irri¢ d. 

You see, Betty, Dad was a—” Steve 


yped up abruptly, “—perhaps I'll tell 
about him—about that—sometime, 
iybe tomorrow.” He jerked a diving-cap 
it of his swim trunks, snapped it on his 
id, and plunged into the river. 
\fter his swim, he brought down his 
taurant-packed lunch because, he said, 


64 


we have to save the best till later. 

All afternoon, we laughed while work- 
ing on his cottage. I revelled in just shar- 
ing his dream with him, and when I almost 
sawed my thumb off, he decided that Id 
better just hold the planks while he sawed. 
I passed up nails to him while he was up 
in the rafters. and I tried to get the swing 
of a hammer. The first tinge of sunset was 
deepening the raw color of the lumber 
when he called it a good day’s work. and 
whipped in for another swim. 

I got the lunch I'd packed. out of the 
car. and sat on the beach until he joined 
me. 

“Why the swim cap. Steve? Your crew- 
cut hair couldn’t get into your eyes.” 

“No, but my hair kinks up something 
fierce when it gets wet. I have to plaster it 
down with pomade, or it goes all frizzy. 
Not so hot for a rhumba-merchant.” 

“Steve. I was just wondering. were you 
always a rhumba-merchant? I mean—it’s 
none of my business—but do rhumba-mer- 
chants make that much money 
that—your cottage—?” 

“Before I went overseas. I used to be in 
the R.C.M.P.” 

“What's that?” 

“The Mounties.” 

“Steve! How wonderful!” 

“Oh. I still do an occasional bit of po- 
lice and detective work privately. You'd 
be surprised the contacts I make. All 
kinds of people are in and out of the stu- 
dio. And I have a lot of grateful friends 
wise to real deals 
As soon as I sell one lot. I 


a car like 


who put me estate 
around here. 
buy another. I’m doing quite nicely. thank 
you, for a rhumba-merchant.” I was hand- 
ing him some cold chicken, and heaped 
salad and sandwiches onto his plate. 

He had finished his third piece of that 
raspberry pie. when he quietly turned to 
me. He wasn’t smiling. but his eyes were. 
“Betty.” he whispered. “I'd like 
know that you're the first girl I’ve ever 
wanted to have this ring . . .” 

Somehow. I'll never know, 
was all so gentle, but his arms were around 
me. I was lying back across his bare 
thighs, my head was solidly but so sweetly 
cushioned on his arm, my cheek crushed 
into his chest so that I hear his 
heart pounding. Those full lips of his sud- 
denly merged with mine and all the flam- 
ing colors of the sunset were caressing me. 

The ring. dangling against my throat. 
brought me back into consciousness in his 
arms. 

“I—TI shouldn't have done that. Betty 

.1... IT love you. but I—there’s some- 
thing I can’t bear to tell you . . . now. . . 
in case I lose you.” 

I was so thrilled and bewildered, I scar- 
cely noticed that he helped me up. placed 
the jacket around my shoulders. tidied up 
the picnic boxes, and ran into the grove of 
cedars for his clothes. When we got back 
to the car I stayed on one side of it while 
he, completely unembarrassed. slipped out 
of his trunks and into his clothes. I 
changed on my side. He then packed away 


you to 


because it 


could 


his tools and we drove away into a sunset 
that was all rose petals mixed with sadness 
and silence. 

I didn’t know what was 
but when I look back now. 
I could have been so dumb. Why on earth 
didn’t he tell me? Why on earth didn’t | 
tell him? Tell him right then. about my 
own secret fear? I've asked myself that 
question time after time. 

If I had only had sense enough to tell 
him right then. all those awful things 
wouldn’t have happened. But I didn’t real. 
ize at the time. and I guess things have 
happened that way to you. too. 

I was thoroughly calm when we reached 
Detroit, and, after thanking him for the 
only truly beautiful day in my life. I in. 
sisted that he drop me at the Tunnel. | 
wanted to go home by myself and leave 
him without shattering his illusions by 
seeing where I lived. 

It was almost 10 o’clock the next eve. 
ning before I could force myself up that 
primrose stairway to say goodbye to Steve. 
This would be the end . . . of everything. 
\ll my life 'd realized that marriage could 
only bring heartbreak to any man. and to 
me. There was nothing to be gained by 
hurting him. There was only ten dollars 
left in my New York bank. I had cheated 
and I couldn't. mustn't have 


worrying him, 
I wonder how 


on mother 


Steve... 
6 7 '/ HY, MISS HENDERSON. you look 
more beautiful than ever!” gurgled 
Miss Van Heusen as she pounced on me in 
the reception-room, “You know. I was just 
checking your chart and I noticed that 
you've had your last lesson. I know you'll 
want to sign on for some more. you're 
making such wonderful progress. you’ re— 

“['m afraid I—well. I just really can't 
afford any more. Miss Van Heusen. and 
anyway. I’m leaving town I—” 

That “can’t afford” was the cue-line 
she’d been waiting for. 

“Now don’t you even think about leav- 
ing town.” she cooed. “You just come in 
and see me in my office and I'll fix—" 
Buzzers sounded. “I want you to meet a 
man—a producer—he’s always looking for 
models and show-girls. I think he would 
be so interested in—in offering you work.” 
(And. with an insinuating we-girls-under- 
stand-each-other wink. she melted away 
into the laughing crowd. 

I easily spotted Steve. He was head and 
shoulders above everybody else in the cor- 
ridor. and I made my way to him. He was 
trying to get through the crowd to me. 
“Betty.” he whispered, “even if I lose you. 
I've got to tell you. Can you meet me here 
I have to stay for the late 
ballroom session.” 

“Yes.” was all I managed to say. and he 


at midnight? 


was gone. 

Perhaps. if Miss Van Heusen had any- 
thing to offer, everything might still work 
out all right with Steve. I didn’t see how 
it could. But I had to tell him everything. 
no matter what happened. 
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Miss Van Heusen was waiting for me in 
her office. like a cat licking her lips. She 
had phoned her friend. and he was willing 
to wait up to see us. She was through 
work for the evening, so we got into a taxi 
and she explained that her friends all 
called her Maisie. Maisie Smith. “I had 
to have something more classy around the 
studio. my dear.” 

We arrived at an apartment house in a 
somewhat run-down. but still quietly re- 
spectable ne ighborhood, and Miss Van 
Heusen—Maisie, I mean—gave a series of 
taps on the door of Apartment 106. It was 
opened by a tall. scrawny, overdressed 
blonde in a violent purple 
“Maisie dear, I could hardly wait.” 
to me. “Do come in, my dear.” 

Maisie had already pushed me in, and 
closed the door. Then she introduced me 
to Miss Geraldine Fitzray (I bet!) who 
led us into a cluttered room of seedy fur- 
niture where a bulging bloat of a man 


housecoat. 


Then, 


slumped on a sofa. 

“Betty dear. this is B. J.” 

“Big Joe,” he grunted, making no at- 
- to rise. Then leering at Maisie, he 
said. “She’s sure a good type, Maisie. She 
oughta make out all right. Nice goin’.” 

Geraldine whispered something to some- 
hody in the hallway. then came in and 
suggested that we all sit down for a little 
chat, and. flitted around the room finding 
cigarettes. She raised an eyebrow when I 
gently refused one. 


B. J. began: “Glad to hear you been 
learnin’ her to dance, Maisie. She can 


make it pay off worthwhile from now on.” 
Then with what he thought was meant to 
he looked at me and said, “Step 
out much, nights?” and though I shook my 
head. he got right down to business. 
“How'd ya like a job—-high-class stuff 
only, mind ya—about five hundred a week 


be a smile, 


-to start.” 
I sat. taut, almost primly, on the edge of 
that stained chair, in my most dignified 
But my nails were digging 
into my bag. Within 
that this 


operating 


model pose. 
through my 
three minutes. 
was raking in a fortune by 
apartments like this 
across the country. 

“It’s a lovely chance to travel and see 
Betty, dear. And it is all so 
simple. and safe.” said Geraldine in her 
sharp voice. “Before things can get hot, 
you move on every two weeks to our apart- 


gloves 
I realized gang 


one, in cities all 


the country. 


ment in another town.” 

“We do all the dirty work,” 
B. J. magnanimously, “big-time hotels on- 
ly, no junk-shops, see, babe? We lines up 
the contacts for you. the desk-clerks, bell- 
hops. They knows our ways 
of approaching and interesting the visiting 
firemen and other gents with folding cash 
who are out for a little fun—you know? 
Our rates is high, but our men gets their 
10 per cent cut of course, baby.” 

My eyes studied the design in the gin- 
stained rug. I seemed to be wheezing in 


continued 


taxi-drivers. 
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DIFFERENCE IN 3 DAYS OR MONEY BACK! 
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Nurses are greatly needed. Our graduates are in demand. 
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.. by tonight ! 


Tonight you can 
say goodbye to 

hair that is streaked, gray, 
dull, faded, burnt or lifeless. With the first 
application of BLACK STRAND Hair Color- 
ing, your hair takes on a natural, lustrous 
black beauty —evenly! BLACK STRAND 
won't rub off. Only occasional touch-ups 
necessary at temples, partings and roots as 
hair grows out. Yes, you can have like-new 
hair, shining, young-looking, this very night, 
in your own home. No waiting for results. 
No expensive beauty parlor treatments neces- 
sary. USE BLACK STRAND to have your 
hair look its colorful best. Satisfaction or 
money refunded. GET BLACK STRAND 
today—look like a new person tonight! At 
Druggists Everywhere. 


BLACK STRAND 
5 SHADES .. . Jet Black—Black—Dark 
Brown—Medium Brown—Light Brown 


STRAND PRODUCTS CO. 
Dept.723-C, 118 S. Clinton, Chicago 6, Ill. 
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YES .. SEE your complexion become lighter, brighter, 
| ond blemish-free .. Right before your eyes. 

New, improved NEVOLINE Bleaching Cream is unlike 
any product you ever hove used before. No waiting hope- 
fully for months to see the results you wont. With the 
improved NEVOLINE formula we guorantee you will see 
your skin grow 3 shades lighter in just 3 days. 

Order o trial jor today! Be convinced thot NEVOLINE is 
the gentle cream you hove been waiting for In large 
2 oz. jors ot $1.00 each, or 3 jors for $2.00. Save CO.D. 
costs, enclose your remittance with order. Act now! 


PARIS IMPERIAL 
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G. P. O. Box 129, New York 1, 














breaths that burned me. I tried to 

“Now. now. Betty dear.” Geraldine 
yooped down on me, “don’t be upset. 
vu’d better have a drink.” I heard the 
runch of a spring as I slumped down 
rther into the chair. Geraldine went to 

hall door, and called coyly. “Estelle. 

n't those drinks ready yet? Do hurry. 
re’s a sweet girl.” 

Oh. perhaps you’ve got the wrong idea. 
tty.” burbled Miss Van Heusen. “You 
st use the apartments for a phone ad- 
ess. you see. When you're called. you 
ways go out to the hotels. with your 
lient’.”” 

[ managed to rise. took two steps toward 
doorway. and stopped cold. 

‘Hello. Stilts!” 

Stella!” I gasped at her. There. with 
ray. and bottles and glasses. stood Mar- 
1! Hunter’s sister. 

You sure looking swell. Stilts. I knowed 
yas you when I got in town last week 
d Maisie here was telling us about some 
her friends who might be interested in 
Why Betty, do you happen te know 
elle, my personal maid and secretary?” 
eezed Geraldine. trying to look sur- 
sed 
| backed slowly to the chair again. while 
ella grimly set the tray on a table. and 
ted to pour. “You still don’t take a 

k. Stilts. or have you changed?” 

felt sick. Where could I turn?” Steve! 

waiting for me at midnight. I MUST 
ut. But how? 

Sure. I take a drink.” I snapped. sit- 

lown with my knees crossed. “Pour 

a long one. The way you all tell it. it 
inds like a cinch. Everything’s rosy. 

the part of the story I don’t get is 

re do you come into the picture? What 
you get out of it?” 

Stella handed us each a drink. and they 
pulled their chairs up ina circle sur- 
ding me. 

We step in all right 
| B. J., “for our 15 per cent of your 
ake.” We can easily check that. because 

don't pay off your contact-men_ until 
ey hands us your list of ‘clients.’ Strictly 


every two weeks.” 


siness. 
Don't get no idea, Stilts. you can skip 
of any town before two weeks. and we 
there.” Stella warned; “you are 
tiled every inch of the day. for the first 
No dame’s ever yet dared try give us 
slip. We can put the finger on you too 
!* threatened B. J. “Anyways. by that 
ie. you won't be interested in getting 
this pays off too big. our way.” 
Finish off your drink there. Stilts. and 
| get you another. and we can all get 
How’s your fancy. white- 
ng mother these days? You ever get 
that house she’s been priding herself 


il sociable. 


ill these years?” 
rhaps I could get it for her this way. 


P 
a the 


operation too. She need never 
$500 a week. $2.000 a month. Five 


months. six months? $10,000! O.K. Other 
girls might be dumb, but I was smart. I 
bet / could get out. Trembling. I remem- 
bered mother saying that once you go so 
far as to even consider lowering yourself. 
it’s actually easy to start. NO. my mind 
screamed at me, YOU MUSTN'T! 

“Yes. pour us all one drink. Estelle. 
before I go,” said Maisie. “and we can 
drink to Betty, our newest “Circuit Lady.’ ~ 

“To the ‘Circuit Ladies’-—” said B. J.. 
*“__always on the level.” 

I was managing to smile now, and let 
them drink to my health. It took them an- 
other hour to explain how to spot marked 
bills. and all the “regulations” of their 
coast-to-coast tours. 

“Tl call a taxi,” said Geraldine. “You'll 
have a chance to meet some of our ‘boys.’ 
and Maisie will go with you to your room- 
inghouse door. You'll be trailed, anyway. 
and don’t go out again tonight. You'll find 
when you get home that the pay phone in 
the lower hall has been jammed with bent 
coins.” 

As we were leaving. Stella grinned. 
“We'll expect you here at six tomorrow 
night. Stilts.” 

I didn’t sleep. I couldn’t. No matter 
what Steve wanted to tell me, I wouldn't 
marry him. Now that he had declared his 
love for me. I couldn’t let him feel he had 
put himself on the spot, and have him 
marry me out of pity. It was too late. and 
unfair. now, to tell him all about myself. 
There was nothing—nothing I could do 
about Steve. 

I paced the floor. My brain whirled 
‘round and ‘round. Always coming back 
to the thought that Stella could “put the 
finger on me” and wreck any modelling 
job I landed. no matter where I went. But 
with Geraldine. I could get that operation 
and that little cottage for mother . . . and 
then the Ambassador Bridge over the 
Detroit River—damn them all... . 

At noon, shaking. I again mounted that 
primrose stairway. for the last time. 

“Mr. Kennedy isn’t in,” said one of the 
receptionists, “No, Miss Van Heusen isn’t 
in either. You just missed all the excite- 
ment. The police were here! There was a 
lot of yelling in her office. We couldn't 
hear it all because she had the door closed. 
They took Mr. Kennedy with them—” 

“Mr. Ken—?” 

I was out the door and flew down the 
stairs. To what? I had no idea how I 
could get in touch with him. Or where. 
Anguish and despair surged through me. 
terrifying me. I headed in all directions 
at once. Steve! Steve, my darling. where 
are you? No information when I phoned 
the jails. I wandered and wandered, for 
hours. 

If anybody was trailing me—lI didn’t 
care. I finally found myself back on Wood- 
ward Avenue, and I sat down in Grand 
Circus Park, 

There was nothing left for me now. 
Steve was out of my life. I might as well 
show up at that hateful apartment. | 
looked at my watch. It hadn’t been wound. 


I started up Woodward Avenue again. 4 
clock showed 5:30 p.m. In one half-hour, 
I was supposed to keep my appointment 
with Geraldine. 

WHAT! I must be going mad! Whar 
is that newsboy yelling? The headlines 
were dripping red. EX-MOUNTIE. DOPE. 
SMUGGLER JAILED. 

Merciful Heaven! No. 

NO! 


I couldn't believe it: 


Legally crossing the border every day 
from Windsor, as he taught at one of the 
better-known local dance studios, Steven 
MacGregor Kennedy, 29, former member 
of the Royal Canadian Mounted Police. 
was arrested while teaching this morning, 
on charges of smuggling dope into the 
United States. 

Upon arriving at the Wayne County jail, 
the accused vehemently denied all knowl- 
edge of the charges of concealing nar- 
cotics in his car which he parked daily in 
the lot adjoining the rear exit of the stu- 
dio. It was a simple matter for accom- 
plices, unnoticed among the constant flow 
of people and cars, to pick up. quickly 
and unobtrusively, the narcotics which 
were concealed in a cleverly-constructed 
hollow Ontario license plate. 

Intensive sleuthing, for over a year. and 
checking the daily border-crossing _per- 
mits, finally led plainclothesmen to the 
parking lot where further suspicion was 
aroused when the parking lot attendant, 
also alleged to be in the pay of the dope 
ring. refused to answer questions about 
who owned the car. 

City police officials feel that apprehend- 
ing Kennedy may be the opening clue in 
clearing up a border cities or even an 
international dope ring. and further ar- 
rests of key figures are expected. . . . 


Steve in the Wayne County jail! 

So that was how he got so much money! 

You finally reach a point when you sim- 
ply can’t stand anything more. And when 
that happens. ['m sure you’ve found that 
somehow you suddenly see exactly the 
course you must follow. 

Suddenly. I made up my mind. I stepped 
into a restaurant to strengthen my wild 
decision. and steady my nerves. 

“Just a hot coffee. please.” I hadn't 
eaten all day. but I couldn’t have forced 
down a bite. Amazing how light-hearted. 
almost light-headed you feel when you've 
suddenly thrown off your indecision and 
worries. I knew exactly what I was going 
to do. And I did it! And believe me. | 
have no regrets. I was taking one awful 
chance but... 

I realized that mother would never see 
that little cottage as we had planned and 
slaved for it. But it didn’t matter. now. 
\lready. I had something far better in 
mind for her. First of all. we'll get her 
operation. She'll be okay. I started to 
laugh as I finished off the coffee. and I 
asked my reflection in a mirror at the 
street-door: “Who is this determined. new 
Betty?” 


Ji XULTANTLY, I stepped into a taxi. 
~ “First. take me to the Wayne County 
jail. on Beaubien Street!” 
“First?” 
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“Yes, and wait for me. I'll only be a 
couple of minutes. Then I have to rush 
uptown to an apartment. I’m going places 
today.” 

Nobody could stop me. When I got in 
to see Steve he was talking to his lawyer. 
“Betty.” he stammered in surprise, “you— 
you've seen the papers. This is all a mix- 
up—or a frame-up or something. [’m as 
innocent as—as you are! [—” 

“I know that. Steve. That doesn’t mean 
a thing to me. I’m being trailed. [I’ve only 
cot a minute. I must tell you—” 
~ “But. Betty, I think I know how they 
managed to do it. I park the car every 
night in a vacant lot near my rooming- 
house on the outskirts of Windsor. They 
could easily load the stuff into that fake 
license plate. But the police won't believe 





ne 

“Listen, Steve! 
Geraldine’s at six- 

He broke in: “I’m still bewildered why 
that fool Van Heusen nervously screamed 
the place down when they walked into her 
ofice looking for me. I don’t understand 
why she claimed she knew nothing at all 
about me, and knowing that I 
crossed the border every day. even said 
she didn’t know I parked the car at the 
studio every day and—” 

“VAN HEUSEN!!!” I shrieked. “Van 
Heusen? Sure, she’s in on it too! I might 
have known! She spotted you as an in- 
nocent dupe to bring the stuff over daily in 
small quantities! 
I'm going to see that she does! 
here just to get a couple of cops and tell 
you I’m going to beat those crooks at their 


I’ve got to get out to 


denied 


She can clear you! And 
I came in 


own little game and clean out one of the 
filthiest rackets in the country and 

“Betty! What are you talking about?” 

But I was out that door and into the 
office of the vice squad in a flash. 

Madame Geraldine and Stella were ex- 
pecting me. but not with company, two 
plainclothesmen. We caught them 
handed. including the list of addresses of 


red- 


their apartments in the other cities. 

I smiled excitedly to myself when I 
heard the code signal being tapped out on 
the door of the apartment, and B. J. joined 
our little party ten minutes after we got 
there . and stepped right into the arms 
of the police. 

Of course. you probably are surprised 
hearing all the inside story now of how 
that case broke in Detroit last fall. You 
remember that Steve’s and my name didn’t 
get into the papers—the police promised 
us that, 

The following Sunday, when I met Steve 
at the Tunnel, the first thing he did was to 
show me his new license plate. Then we 
sped out to his cottage, and as we walked 
down to our favorite spot on the beach 
near the grove of cedars, I was thinking 
how lovely it would be if there could be 
another room built onto the cottage for 
mother, and—but I had made up my mind 
that I wasn’t going to go on dreaming any 
longer. 

I was going to tell him everything, be- 
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BEAUTIFUL 
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GET THESE DRESSES- 
Dont Pay a Penny! 


and Make Fine Extra Money 
Even in Your Spare Time 


Think of it! More than 100 gorgeous latest-style dresses—and you can 
take your pick in YOUR OWN favorite fabric, style, color and size 
WITHOUT PAYING EVEN ONE CENT! And all you do now is mail 
the coupon below! You'll receive ABSOLUTELY FREE a breathtaking 
display of thrilling new styles—all the latest models, the newest colors, 
the popular fabrics—separates, mix-and-match, convertibles, casuals— 
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styles for children too! And the dresses you want are YOURS, simply 
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fabulous style display they want you to order for them. And for 
sending us their selections ycu get your own dresses without paying a 
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just spare time! Don’t wait! We'll send you everything you need... 


FREE! Just Mail Coupon Now! 
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postcard) and mail it, and we'll send you the big valuable style 
display so you can start at once getting your personal dresses 

© without one cent of cost and collecting EXTRA CASH besides. 

§ Mail the coupon NOW! 


HARFORD FROCKS, INC. 222%" ox 































I 
I 
1 
! 
! 
1 
I 
! 
' 
i 
1 
i 
I 
! 
4 
I 
! 
i 
i] 
' 
i] 
! 
1 
] 
i] 
1 
1 
! 
! 





















; HARFORD FROCKS, INC., ; 
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! am so grateful | want to tell the whole wide world how 1 
found a new way to relieve my Asthma attacks. Don’t live in 
terror another day! Please write to me. No cost—no obligation. 
CLARA BAILEY, Apt. EE-2 ,8 West 45th St., N. Y. 17 


TOMBSTONES 
DIRECT TO YOU 544195 


Genuine Beautiful Rockdale e 
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ty Book shows you how : d EA 
to attain gorgeous new faction or MONEY BACK. pl 44 
loveliness . . . how to SAVE Freight paid. Write for our *' 
MONEY on Fine Cosmetics. AB- FREE Catalog and compare prices. 
SOLUTELY FREE. Write Dept. T. ROCKDALE MONUMENT CoO. 
4 JOLIET. ILLINOIS 


Dept. 56 


| IF NATURE SLEEPS 


ASTH A ff Take “‘O.S.R.”’ If you lack Pep, Energy, Vitality and 


Keystone Co., Memphis, Tenn 





don’t have natural desires for fun and good times, 
if you suffer from aches and pains, coated tongue or 
bad skin, this may be due to faulty elimination. HELP 
NATURE by taking O.S.R., an Herb and Vegetable 
tablet, as directed and love life again. Pay postman 
$1.50 for a Big Box of 160 Tablets; or mail only $1.00 


~ rem 1-DAY TRIAL OFFER!) *” sranoaso reweoy company 


Dept. C13 


IF YOU SUFFER FROM BRONCHIAL ASTHMA 
PAROXYSMS...from coughs, gasping, wheezing 
...read agg een from Mrs. Emma Mills Robinson 
or Roanoke, Virginia 


“Can Work and Sleep” 
Nacor is wonderful. I was very sick 
with attacks of bronchial asthma and 
I tried one bottle. It helped mesomuch 
I got three more. Now I can doall my 
work, and I can sleep at night. 

Mrs. Emma Mills Robinson, 

Virginia. 

WHY DON’T YOU TRY NACOR? Just 

and your address today for daring 10-DAY T 

No matter if vou consider your case hopeless, write today. 
NACOR,76-M, State Life Bidg., Indi lis 4, indi 


Baltimore 2, Maryland 


yo At“ MEED 
wHO MONEY 


I'll help you get extra cash to fill your 
pocketbook—to live on. Supply my food 
and household products to regular cus- 
tomers. No previous experieace or capi- 
tal n ad. I'll send Free an assortment 
of fine, full-size products to test and 
show. Start near your home full or spare 
time. Gift premiums, big monthly pre- 
miums. Rush your name and home ad- 
dress today for free outfit. Hurry! 


Dept. 14LC, Memphis 2, Tenn. 
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cause mother has always believed. and | 
know now that she is right, that no matter 
how black things may look, no matter how 
great your worries are, if you keep on try- 
ing, there is always a path from the lowest 
depths up to the loftiest heights. 

Steve and I sat down beside each other 
on the warm sand. I took a deep breath, 
then started in to tell him about mother 
and daddy. He stopped me by putting a 
hand on mine. 


Slowly he took the ring off the chai, 
around his neck, and I felt the tremor ,: 
his hand, and that cherished ring thro}, 
bing. as he slid it down my finger, anj 
murmured, 

“To Betty—my own—nmy all.” 

Heaven enfolded us in its arms! 

Then, just as his lips neared mine, |, 
whispered, “Hadn't you guessed? I am, 
passer, too.” 


THE END 





How He Proposed 


(Continued from Page 11) 


a nice girl friend who appreciated the 
same things he did. 

When the band went to Philadelphia. he 
took me around to meet his parents. Mr. 
and Mrs. Robert C. Bushnell. Sr.. who are 
in the real estate business there. I liked 
them and they seemed to take to me also. 
This all made my friendship with Bob 
seem more natural. 

If you had ever been around with a 
traveling band like Louis Jordan’s. you 
might understand some of the things one 
has to go through. You usually stay 
packed and ready to move on to another 
town unless the engagement is for more 
than a week. There is little time for doing 
the little things one does when in a town 
for months or a year. You are always in a 
hurry. 

There is also the 
suitable quarters in which to live. When 


business of finding 
you are fortunate enough to get into a 
fairly decent hotel or rooming house, you 
would usually rather be out of it than in it. 

So, you welcome chances to get out with 
someone, even if it is no more than a stroll 
in the park or a drive around the country- 
side in the afternoon. 

After playing schedules in the East, the 
band left for the west coast. and in July 
we found ourselves in San Francisco. We 
were playing one-nighters and theater en- 
gagements almost without a letup. 

Then came the engagement at the Tif- 
fany Club in Los Angeles. The band left 
by automobile, but Ann Bailey and I took 
a plane. Bob told me he worried all night. 
The plane was late in arriving at Los An- 
geles and he was in a frenzy when we 
finally landed and went to the Watkins 
Hotel, 

That night at work. Bob told me: 

“T want you with me the rest of my life, 
Elaine. No more night of worry for me.” 

The proposal was totally unexpected. It 
was very surprising for although I knew 
he liked me. I had no idea he liked me 
that much. I was thrilled. 

He put the ring on my finger and I was 
so excited I could only nod my head as he 
took me in his arms. But since we decided 
to keep our engagement a secret. I did not 
wear the ring until after we were married. 

Our schedule brought us East again, this 


time to Atlantic City and into the Phila. 
delphia area. Over six weeks had elapsed 
since Bob proposed to me in Los Angeles, 
During that time, we took Louis Jorday 
into our confidence. and of course, Any 
Bailey. 

One night Bob said. “Let’s go ahead an) 
get it over with. There’s no use to kee; 
on putting it off.” 

I agreed and we asked Louis’ advie; 
Since we had kept our engagement such ; 
secret. we felt we did not want a lot of ey. 
citement and noise around something we 
considered sacred. Louis went over to the 
neighboring township of Wildwood, N. J, 
where he got in touch with the Rev. Wal. 
lace Graham, a white Methodist Episcopal 
minister. 

Jordan, Ann. Bob and I then slipped 
over there by car on August 20 for th 
ceremony. Both Bob and I are religious 
and we consider marriage the most won- 
derful thing that could happen to any hu- 
man beings. For that reason, we did not 
say anything about getting married wher 
we returned to Atlantic City and to the 
job. 

It was Louis who broke the news about 
our wedding. 

Today, I seriously doubt whether ther 
is a woman anywhere happier than I. Bol 
tells me he does not think that there ar 
any fellows around who are as happy « 
he. We take in the things we like- 
movies. shows. fights. In New York, we at: 
tend St. Thomas Episcopal Church. We 
agree even that my favorite color, yellow, 
is something we have in common. 

Of course, Lous Jordan’s band is top: 
for us where music is concerned, followed 
by Duke Ellington. George Shearing and 
Stan Kenton. 

Since we have been on the road con 
tinually since getting married, Bob doe: 
not get too much of a chance to sample 
my cooking. What he has had of it, how 
ever. seems to satisfy him. He does not gt 
to restaurants any more like he used to. 
that is. unless we go together as we are 
often forced to do. 

[ really thought that I could never be 
happy again after the death of Bojangles 
But Bob has made me happier than I'v 
ever been. He is so affectionate and 
thoughtful. always. We are hoping to have 
a family of a boy and a girl. I am sur 
that this is the real thing for Bob and me. 
We sincerely want to be together always 
Gosh, I’m so in love! THE END 
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| Hated 





9 
sex 

(Continued from Page 19) 
pletely, while many of the girls sneered 
at me. I began to turn down party invita- 


tions. not even mentioning them to my 


aunt. 
Then for the first time in my life I had 
a rebellious feeling against her. It wasn’t 
that I was yearning for a boy friend or 
was boy-crazy like some of the kids. It 
was just that the situation set me apart. 
made me an object of derision. But the 
real heartbreak didn’t come until time for 
the senior prom. That was when Harry 
Hall. the most popular senior in the class. 
startled me asking if he 
could take me. 
“Why, Harry.” 
ing from the first 


completely by 


I answered after recover- 
surprise. “You're not 
serious.” 


“Why not, 


ingly. “I'd love to have 


beautiful.” he replied smil- 
you go with me. 
really.” 

What a wonderful thing it would be to 
go to the prom with Harry. It would make 
up for all the unpleasantness and rebuffs 
I had suffered from my classmates. Be- 
sides. Harry was a pleasing. slim fellow 
who had attracted all kinds of 
on the school basketball team. 

“Tll let you know tomorrow,” I told 
him happily. 

My mind was made up. 


attention 


I wasn’t going 


to let Aunt Ada spoil this one bit of tri- 
umph. I was going to the prom with Harry 


and she wouldn’t ever know the difference. 
I talked it over with Cora excitedly. We 
arranged a story. I would tell Aunt Ada 
that I was going to stay at Cora’s over- 
night the night of the prom. 


I wouldn’t even mention the prom and 


{unt Ada would think I wasn’t going. 
Cora and I would work secretly on my 
lress—and I would stay with Cora all 


night. Cora and her Claude and Harry 
and I would go to the prom together. 


+ VERYTHING 


cording to plan. 


smoothly and ac- 
Word got around 
among the seniors that Harry Hall had 
asked to take me to the prom and the girls 
looked at me with a new respect. treated 
me with a satisfying kindness. Some of 
them made me feel extremely victorious 
I think Cora 
prospect of 


went 


by displaying obvious envy. 
thrilled about the 
my first date than I was. 

The great Friday night arrived. Aunt 
Ada was to attend a Y board meeting. She 


Was more 


left the house before I did. My heart 
dancing, I set out for Cora’s at eight 
o'clock. We dressed merrily. Mrs. Banks, 


Cora’s mother. came into the room just as 


We finished dressing. 


“How lovely you both look,” she said 


smilingly. Then to me. “Helen. how did 
you ever persuade your aunt to give you 
permission to go tonight—and with an 
escort?” 

I glanced nervously at Cora and she 
shot me an encouraging look. 

“Oh. she didn’t mind. Mrs. Banks.” I 
lied. my heart beating a mile a minute. 

Claude arrived a few minutes later. then 
Harry came. They looked tall and sophis- 
ticated in their tuxedos. Harry’s dad had 
given him a snazzy eggshell Buick roadster 
and we went off to the 
jolly bunch. 

I was sixteen—the age 
waking into womanhood. I had 
with boys before 


prom. a laughing, 
when a girl is 
danced 
eagle eye of 

Harry 
electric 


under the 
my aunt. but this was different. 
held me 


sensation seemed to zigzag between us. His 


terrifyingly tight and 
body was close to mine and we seemed to 
blend into each other and 
The music was intoxicating and most in- 


become one. 


toxicating was his cheek pressed against 
mine and the whispered words that I was 
the prettiest girl there. 

I was filled with joy at the way he kept 
from other fellows who 
I had never 


steering me away 
wanted to ask me for a dance. 
in a crowd and cer- 
hand- 


before been popular 
tainly never been dominated by one 
some boy who refused to let anyone else 
get hands on me. 

The time flew and with each 
Harry’s spell grew more magic. I found 


dance, 


my arm creeping about his shoulder. fin- 
gers caressing his neck and a strange new 
something awakened. The lights were low. 
Heaven. Suddenly, I 
on the back. It 
Claude. I 


to see the 


Harry and I were in 
felt someone tapping me 
dancing by with 


froze 


was Cora 
looked at her and smiled. 
panic in her eyes. 

“Look. Helen.” she said. 
there. It’s your Aunt Ada.” 

I followed the direction o 
tic nodding and. sure 
near the door was my aunt- 
look on her face 


“Look over 
f Cora’s fran- 
enough, standing 
standing there 
with a terrible and an 
angry scowl. 

I said to Harry 
Harry 


“Excuse me a minute.” 
and slipped away over to my aunt. 
followed me. 

“Aunt Ada.” I began, 
my cheeks hot with shame at being caught 
like this. 

“Get your things in the checkroom and 
right home.” she hissed softly. but 
Harry and several others 
around to hear. “Get your 
things.” she said louder. Afraid of attract- 
ing more attention, I turned to Harry. I 
was striving to keep the tears back. 

Trembling. I said: “Harry. 
me my check.” 

Poor kid. he didn’t know what to do. I 
remember the stricken look on his face as 
he fumbled in his pocket for the check. 

“Won't your aunt let me take both of 


confronting her, 


come 
loud enough for 
standing 


please give 


you home?” he appealed, more to Aunt 
Ada than to me. 
“We can get home by ourselves,” Aunt 


Ada told him nastily. “And from now on, 
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ENJOY NEW HAIR BEAUTY— 
NEW LOVE AND ROMANCE! 
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FOR HAIR AND SCALP 


1. Brings you new hair beauty and lustre. 

2. Helps prevent excessive falling and breaking off at 
ends due to dryness. 

3. Softens, smooths, harsh dry brittle hair. 

4. Removes ugly, loose flaky dandruff. 

5. Relleves tormenting itching of dry scalp. 

6. Gives you hair that Is as long as possible for your 
hair to be. 

SEND NO MONEY—Pay Postman $1.50 Pius C.O.D. 
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a FREE trial of the FRONTIER ASTHMA 
MEDICINE, a preparation for temporary symp- 
tomatic relief of paroxysms of Bronchial Asthma. 
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miserable ear noises and are 
Hard-of-Hearing due to catarrh 
of the head, write us NOW for 
proof of the wonderful, pallia- 
tive relief many people have 
reported after using our simple 
home treatment. NOTHING 
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ported such relief in hearing 
and ear noises. SEND NOW 
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TRIAL OFFER. 
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Get into the Big Money! 


Sell SHIRTS 
‘with FREE SALES KIT 


y \ Men Everywhere Prefer Shirts 
\ Made by Famous BOSTONIAN 


\ Big, old company invites you to make 
\ | MORE MONEY in a business of your 
own taking orders for high quality 
\ Bostonian Shirts at low prices. Show 
\ big selection of dress and sport shirts 
—all styles, sizes , colors, and fabrics. 
Market unlimited Quality and value 
make lifetime customers for you. 


a ,Complete Apparel Line 
4 & Extra profits with spectacular line of 
BOSTONIAN man-tailored Blouses for 
women and misses. Also rainwear, chil- 


A wee, dren’s wear, underwear, slacks, ete. No 
experience needed. Start spare time. 


Elaborate, costly Sales Kit with actual 


fabric-samples sent you FREE. 
Mail Coupon 
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RUSH COUPON today. 
BOSTONIAN MFG. CO., Dept. W-65 
89 Bickford St., Boston 30, Mass. 
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“MEN! WHY BUY YOUR NEXT SUIT? 


GET ITASA BONUS = 


Make Big Cash Profits Besides " 


Easy to earn a stylish new suit—beauti- 
tailore d to your measure—on our 
ring’’ Bonus Plan. Also spe- 
its offer. All you do is show 
and latest fashions 
e their orders. Keep 
suitand give big values. 
Perfect fit and customer 






















made. 
isfaction guaranteed or money back. 


SEND NO MONEY— Ger FREE outsit \ 


furnish complete selling outfit of over 
g actual samples, full color style port- 
and all supplies in swell display trav- 
ase. Absolutely no cost. Write for it 
and start earning bonus Suit or Pants 
i big cash profits at once. Act now. 


O. K. TAILORING CO. 


325 S. Market St., Dept. 155, Chicago 6, Il 














LIQUID OR TABLETS 
IS YOUR ANSWER TO 


COLDS’ MISERIES 


Here’s why! 666 is time- 
tested. It’s different. 
Try 666 yourself. 


» 


“‘Piles were daily torture 
until 1 found Pazo 
gives amazing relief!’” 


says Mrs. F. M. H., San Gabriel, Cal. 


Amazing Pazo* relieves torture of simple 
piles fast. Acts to relieve itching, pain 
instantly. Soothes raw, inflamed tissues. 
Lubricates and softens dry, hardened 
parts. Helps reduce swelling, heal crack- 
ing, prevent agonizing soreness. So don’t 
suffer needless misery of simple piles. 
Get Pazo, get real comfort right away. 
Ask your doctor about it. Suppository 
form—also tube with perforated pile 
pipe for easy thorough application. 
*Pazo Ointment and Suppositories® 
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you keep away from Helen. I’m going to 
keep her a good girl if it kills me. do you 
understand? Keep away from her.” 

Aunt Ada’s tone was rising. A little 
group began to collect around I fled 
to the checkroom,. got my things and Aunt 
Ada and I went out the ballroom door. In 
the taxicab she hailed. my aunt sat firm 
and silent. I was convulsed in tears but I 
didn’t want to let the driver hear me cry- 
ing. How terribly embarrassed I was! 
Being vanked right out of the dance in 
front of my classmates. I wanted to die. 
But what I had already gone through was 
nothing compared to what I faced when 
we got home. 

Aunt Ada marched me straight into the 
living room, took off her things and sat 
down. 

“Now. Helen,” 
gry with you. You’ve turned out to be a 
little sneak and a little hussy. To think, I 
would never have caught up with you. if I 
hadn't happened to phone the Bankses to- 
night and found out you weren't there. 
Maybe Mrs. Banks is going to let Cora be 

little tramp, but you're not going to be 
one if it’s left up to me.” 

I couldn't believe my ears. I felt insane 
The cold voice con- 


she began. “I’m very an- 


rage rising in me. 
tinued: “How long has this been going on 
—this dirty affair. From the disgraceful 
way you were dancing with that young 
whelp. I can tell you’ve been letting him 
do things to you.” 

“It’s the first time I’ve ever danced with 
him, Aunt Ada.” I stormed in a_ voice 
which didn’t seem to be my own. “It’s the 
first time and I won't have you saying 
those things about him and me. even if 
you are my aunt. He’s a good. clean. sweet 
boy and we haven't done anything wrong. 
You embarrassed me terribly and him too. 
I'll never be able to face anyone in this 
place—never again. Oh, I hate you, I hate 
you, I hate you.” 

I rushed out of the living reom and 
made for my own room. I fell to my knees 
by my bed, not caring about the lovely 
gown. I clenched my hands and _ cried. 
Then I felt a hand on my shoulder. I 
looked up at Aunt Ada. The angry look 
was gone from her face. She looked older 
and so pitiful. She knelt down beside me. 

Aunt Ada began to talk. She told me 
that she loved me as if I were her own. 
She apologized for losing her temper and 
calling me names and making accusations. 
She talked about my mother and how she 
had died of heartbreak. Then. Aunt Ada 
began to cry. I had never seen her ery and 
in the wave of pity and love which swept 
over me, I forgot my own tragedy. 

Aunt Ada began to tell me that once 
she had loved a man—loved him so deeply 
and so completely that she would have 
died to make him slightly happy. She told 
me how she and this man had made plans 
together, how they had dreamed of a hap- 
py life and a happy home and children. 
She told me how he had given her a beau- 
tiful ring, how marriage plans had been 
made and then—on the day of her wedding 


—he had failed to show up. Later she hy 
found out he had left town. She was jy 
trying to save me from ever having gy, 


thing like that happen to me, Aunt 4) 
told me. 
She confessed to me. My Aunt, yc 


and good and stern. knelt there by the si 
of the bed and told her 16-year-old pie, 


that she had given herself to this my 


knowing it was wrong. but loving 
all would 


sweetness of him and feeling 
fine and right when they were married, 

Men were all like that. she told p, 
They wanted to make vou wicked so th 
could rule you. 
precious gift a woman had and then th 
trampled her feelings any way they want 
to. As I listened. my eyes softened a 
my heart bled. 
thing it became hardest for me to for 

“Helen.” she said. “your mother’s wate 
ing you from Heaven. Your mother 
be the saddest angel of them all if you, 
into the arms of any man and let him y 


you. make you dirty and wicked. Sey 


wicked, Helen. Sex is dirty. Don’t bre: 
your angel mother’s heart—and mine.” 

I threw my arms about my aunt. 
kissed her tears away and took her ha 
and made her get up and promise to: 
to bed and sleep. I climbed into my o 
bed and lay silent and troubled. filled wi 
mixed emotions. I had never understw 
my aunt. but now I did. I thought 
Harry and the rapture I had felt in| 
arms. It must be wrong, must be sin} 
feel so happy. 

I couldn't sleep as I lay there. Pit 


piled up within me for poor, denied Aur 
\da. Suddenly. moved by a great war 


of tenderness, I jumped out of my bed an 


groped my way into her room down tl: 


hall. I listened at the door. Sure enoug 
[ heard sobs- 
muffled in a pillow. I pushed the do 
open and went in, stood silently by bi 
bed. In the uncertain light thrown by t! 


moon high in the sky. Aunt Ada raised be 


tear-stained face and looked at me. 
“What is it now, child?” 
brokenly. 
“Aunt Ada,” I said. “you don’t have: 
worry about me. Ill never make you 
my poor dead mother unhappy again. I 


never again let a man touch me. I’m goit: 


to find a good all-girls’ college and ¢ 
there. Don’t cry any more, 
don’t ery.” 

long as I live. I'll never forget ! 


grateful smile that came across my aul: 
unnatur: 


face as I made this horrible, 
promise. She patted me gently on the ar 
and sent me back to bed. 


| OW LONG and faithfully I kept th 


promise made at midnight! Hi 


many tortured hours I suffered to keep" 


How many slurs and insults 1 ignor 


proudly or secretly cried over. I thre 
myself into a college career in whic 


grades and grades alone were the goal. 
shunned parties and dances. instead ¢ 


ing all my spare time to work at ! 


They demanded the Mox 


Then she told me the oy 


heart-rending sobs alm 


she aske: 


Aunt Ad: 
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YWCA in which my aunt was so inter- 
ested. 

[ turned down any approach on the part 
of unsuspecting youths who hadn't yet 
heard of my frigid air toward the opposite 
sex——and soon all the girl friends I had 
once known found it expedient to keep 
away from me. All over the community 
in which Aunt Ada and I lived. the nasty 
finger of lying scandal pursued me. The 
last link in my chain of acquaintances 
broke in my junior year at school when 
the once ever-faithful Cora—my one true 
friend who'd stuck by me in high school 
days—tried to avoid me on the street one 
day. With sudden resolve, I whirled about 
and marched up to her. 

“Cora,” I asked, “why are you avoiding 
me? Why are you never in when I[ phone? 
Why don’t you ever phone me any more? 
I used to think of you as my one true 
friend.” 

Terribly embarrassed. Cora refused to 
look me in the eye. But I stood there, 
silently demanding the truth. 

“Well. Helen, you know what they're 
saying,” she answered confusedly. Then 
hastening, as if to cover up, she added: 
“Not that I think it’s true, dear, but 
mother . . . well e 
“What are they saying?” I interrupted 
menacingly. 

“Oh, it’s too horrible. I know it isn’t 
true.” Cora mumbled miserably. 

“What are they saying?” I said it louder 
and between gritted teeth. 

“That you... that you’re funny 
that you like girls instead of men.” Cora 
breathed hard and turned, and walked rap- 
idly away. 

I stared after her, my cheeks hot with 
the injustice of it all. Then. I turned slow- 
ly and walked back home, went to my 
room, sat at the window for hours, too 
hurt. too defeated to shed a tear. I think 
it was in that room at the window. that I 
hardened the hatred against men that my 
aunt had so carefully nursed. 

If you catered to their whims, they dis- 
graced you. If you ignored them and tried 
to live a decent life, they were the cause 
of your being reviled and made a thing 
of dirt to be trampled. 

I burned out my heartbreak in increased 
effort at school. I became the top student 
in every class and when I had male in- 
structors, I strove all the harder to make 
it seemingly impossible to teach me any- 
thing—to become such a superior student 
that they couldn’t display their little con- 
ceits with me. 

In the meantime, Aunt Ada’s fierce pride 
in my loyalty to her ideas increased and 
she lavished clothes, books and gifts upon 
me. When I was graduated from college. 
summa cum laude and class valedictorian. 
she crowned her generosity with a gift of 
a spanking, brand new convertible. 

If it hadn’t been for that car. I might 
never have met Tommy—never have had 
my ideas come tumbling down, my long 
resolve shattered. Tommy was the owner 
of the neighborhood garage. He had come 
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back home—interrupted his college career 

to take it over when his father died of a 
heart attack. Tommy was the first man 
who aroused my interest by ignoring me. 

Somehow, since graduation from high 
school, I had grown from a gangling, fair- 
ly good-looking girl into a shapely, vivid 
young woman. My mirror told me that if I 
wanted to. I could capture many men. My 

lothes. thanks to Aunt Ada. were in the 
height of fashion. For a long time now, I 
had enjoyed tossing my head haughtily at 
the insinuating glances thrown at me by 
most of the men I encountered. 

But Tommy ignored all this. actually 
yelled at me the first time he saw me. The 
day after he took over the garage. I was 
taking my car out to go to the Y for a 
home economics class. I was out of sorts 
and stalled the motor right in the door 
of the garage as an impatient would-be 
client honked persistently. 

I was coolly starting the car up again, 
taking my own sweet time, when I heard 
an irritated voice: “Get that car out of the 
way, lady, will you?” 

I turned and there stood Tommy, in- 
furiated. 

[ rolled my window down on the side 
where he stood. 

“And who might you be, Mr. Imperti- 
ence,’ I asked insultingly, “the new 
sweeper ai 

The next thing I knew, Tommy’s arm 
came in the window, clicked the door 
»pen from the inside and yanked me out 
of the ear, not roughly but decisively. As 
[ stood there panting, he got in, started 
up the motor, ran the car out to the curb, 
calmly got out and without a word to me, 
walked back into the garage. 

\ly temper soared. I turned and stalked 
after him. He was in the little office of 
the garage, making some figures on an old 


pad. I barged in the door and began to 
rave. I would sue the garage. I would 
sue him. I wouldn’t bring my car back 


ever. I'd tell everyone in town to boycott 
him. I'd tell... 

lommy continued making his figures 
and when I had run out of threats and 
epithets, he turned around and smiled. It 
was a disturbingly attractive smile. 

“Sorry, I lost my temper, lady.” he said. 
“This is my first day here. I’ve taken 
What with Dad’s death and every- 


” 


over. 
thing. 1... 

[ flushed before his contrition. My an- 
ser was washed away in sympathy. 

“Oh, so you’re Mr. Grayson’s son. I’m 
orry about your dad,” I managed to tell 

m. Then, remembering I had been an- 
ery, “Only it’s no excuse to go around 
trong-arming customers.” 

lommy shrugged his shoulders. They 
were broad shoulders. 

“Anyway,” I said weakly—and for no 

ason at all—“I forgive you.” 

In the car, driving to the Y, I told my- 
elf I had acted like a fool. Who was he 
around and then have me 
I wasn’t a very good home 
I real- 


o push me 
pologizing. 
I z oS 
economics teacher that morning. 


=.) 


‘a 


ized with a shock that my thoughts were 
constantly going back to Tommy, the 
smile, those shoulders. But, I reminded 
myself, I must think of my promise. I 
didnt’ realize then that the thing that in- 
trigued me most about Tommy was the 
way he had ignored me as a woman and 
an attractive one. 

I wondered whether he was married. I 
wondered whether he had left a girl back 
on the campus of his school. I wondered 
—until I took my car back. Every night. 
when I had taken my car to the garage, I 
had walked home—just a few blocks. To- 
night, on an impulse, sudden and overpow- 
ering. I said to Tommy as I left my car: 
“Drive me home, please.” 

Maybe he would notice me now. I would 
sit in the front seat and try to make him 
notice me. Then I could hate him like | 
hated all other men. But Tommy com- 
petently drove me home, muttered not one 
word, ignored my sitting close to him on 
the front seat and called me “ma’am” 
when he said good night. 

I couldn’t sleep that night. I dreamed 
that Tommy had tried to kiss me and I 
had withered him with a few acid words. 

A little game began now—with me try- 
ing to attract Tommy’s attention and 
Tommy acting like I was a bump on a log. 
I used my car more than ever—as an ex- 
cuse to entice him into paying me some 
attention. I told myself I was doing it— 
not because I wanted to see him—but be- 
cause I wanted to conquer his coolness. 

When Tommy did fall into my trap, I 
got caught in it myself. One night. after 
I had attended a lecture. he drove me 
home. slid the car several doors past the 
house. turned off the ignition and the 
lights, reached over carelessly, pulled me 
to him and said: “This seems to be what 
you've been asking for. ma’am.” 

And before I could produce my care- 
fully-rehearsed scorn, Tommy kissed me. 
He kissed me long and I was limp with 
a new excitement that flooded my whole 
body. All the coldness which I had piled 
up within myself, was swept away. When 
he moved away from me and sat silently 
watching me, I began to cry like a little 
baby. Tommy moved back. put his arm 
around me and said simply: “Tell me, 
honey. Tell Tommy.” 

I told Tommy. Something within me 
rebelled at the words I was speaking, but 
they kept coming. I told Tommy every- 
thing—about the prom, my dead mother, 
Aunt Ada. 

He listened silently. 
ished my story in broken 
tuated with sobs, he stared straight ahead 
for a minute and then said, irrelevantly, 
I thought: 

“I’m selling the garage next week, going 
to New York. Got a job with an insur- 
ance firm. Wanna come along. honey? You 


I had fin- 
punc- 


When 


words. 


don’t belong here. Your aunt may be a 
good woman, She may mean well. but 


she’s got you looking at life cockeyed.” 
I stiffened. Here it was again. Men! 
Tommy wanted me to go away with him. 


Tommy wanted me to be bad. 

“Go away with you?” I asked in resey, 
ful amazement. 

“Yes, stupid,” Tommy said softly. “my. 
ry me and go away with me.” 

Marriage. My thoughts raced about ; 
my head like mad things. Marriage was) 
in my plans. I was never going to » 
married. I was never going to let a ma 
touch me. But why had I let Tommy kis. 
me? Because I loved him, that was why 
because I loved him. I turned to Tomm 
my face shining, a great dam _breakiy, 
in my heart. 

“You mean it, Tommy? 
it?” 

“Like nobody’s business,” he answer 
me. that priceless smile coming hack, 4. 
he reached for me again, put his lips har 
on mine and fondled me. I drew back. | 
almost screamed at him: “Don’t tow 
me, Tommy. Don’t touch me like that.” 

There was a pounding in my brain, ; 
tenseness at my temple. 

“Don’t ever touch me like that.” I » 
peated. 

Tommy laughed a little light laug! 
kissed the tip of my nose tenderly an 
said: “Okay, honey. save it ‘til we'r 
married. I'll wait.” 

If only I had given voice to the thoughi: 
that possessed me when Tommy said thow 
words. A desperation came over me as |i 
said them. 

But the warm pleasure I felt as | 
thought of the very word—husband—cap 
tured me and closed my lips. What agom 
I would have prevented if only Tomm 
and I had had it out then and there. |p. 
stead, I kissed him back gently and said 
“Let’s keep this a secret. Let’s run awa 
and get married. Let’s not tell a soul.” 

We parted with a promise to see ea 
other the next day. I couldn’t sleep tha’ 
night. My rapture was only disturle 
now and then with thoughts of Aunt Ad: 
Was I being unfair to her? How +! 
would suffer with me gone—and knowin. 
I had betrayed her teachings. But the 
I had a life to live—all my own. Ti 
kindest way would be not to tell her. | 
slip away. She’d forgive me. Tommy we 
sweet. I thought, as I drowsed off to slee} 
Not like other men. Tommy was differen! 


Do you mea 


LIVED my last week in Aunt Ada: 

house in a haze. Stealthily, I bouglt 
clothes and got together my precious per 
sonal things. Mother’s picture, a_pictu 
of Aunt Ada in her church choir cap an 
gown. I packed suitcases and made 4 
preparations without Aunt Ada _ catchin. 
on the tiniest bit. And every night. I -* 
Tommy. I was reassured by his gent! 
way with me, his kisses which burned an 
excited me. But he never once souglit | 
violate the promise I had wrung fre! 
him. 

The night we left Philadelphia. 1 sl 
a few tears as I wrote a note and lelt 
in Aunt Ada’s room where she'd see 
when she came in from choir practice. 
drove gaily to Elkton, Maryland. and ! 
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quick ceremony. Then Tommy and I reg- 
istered in New York City’s Theresa Hotel. 
We had a merry session at Small’s Para- 
dise watching a fleshy show. I drank 
happily. the liquor warming my stomach 
not half as much as Tommy’s admiring 
slances. I looked happily at the ring he 
had placed on my finger. 

At about two o'clock. 
Tommy reached across the little table and 
said: “Let’s go, darling.” 

A weird warning streak flashed across 


slightly high. 


my consciousness, but I was too happy to 
pay it any attention. We drove down Sev- 


enth Avenue—back to the Theresa. Up- 
stairs in our two-room. suite. once the 
bellboy had placed the bags and gone 


gratefully off with a generous tip. Tommy 
clasped me in his arms. There was a new 
possessiveness in his embrace which left 
me limp and breathless. 

I shall never forget my wedding night. It 
was a horrible nightmare—the beginning 
of a long. haunted nightmare that was to 
last for six months which seemed like an 
eternity. Just before Tommy switched off 
the lights, the last thing I saw on the 
dresser were the pictures of Mother and 
Aunt Ada. It was my imagination. of 
course. but Aunt Ada 
garding me with reproach and hurt and 


seemed to be re- 


Mother—my dear, dead Mother—seemed 
to gaze upon me with a tender sort of 


heartbreak in her eyes. 

The light went out but those images re- 
mained in my tortured mind. At the very 
moment which every girl anticipates—the 
rapture of her first wedding night—at that 
very moment, I, in spirit. had fled back 
across the troubled past and once again | 
was a teen-age girl kneeling beside my 
aunt's bed, watching her weep and hear- 
ing her “Your poor dear dead 
mother is sad.” 

I shuddered to realize that I could not 
be the wife Tommy wanted me to be and 
had every right to expect me to be. The 
fact that I was married—that. in the sight 
of God and man, it was now perfectly nor- 
mal and ethical for us to belong to each 
other, body and soul, made no difference. 
And so. hurting myself with this extreme 
Puritanism I had come to embrace as a 
creed and a way of life, I hurt my Tommy 
more. 

He talked to me—calmly. 
way into the wee hours of the night. But 
Thad a horrible sickness which would not 


say: 


patiently 


allow me to be free and to love as warm- 


hearted women have loved their mates 


down the ages. 

How kind and gentle he was. 
dear. kind Tommy took me in his strong 
arms and said soothingly: “Never mind, 


Tommy. 


darling. Go to sleep. Go to sleep.” 

I cried myself to sleep, torn between 
yearning and an aching fear of betraying 
that tender Mother whom I was certain was 
unhappy in Heaven. 

The next morning when I awoke. Tom- 
my was already up. He acted as though 
everything had been normal and natural 


as I looked at him with eyes filled with 
shame. 

“Let’s have breakfast. dear. then a show 
and lots of wonderful places to go,” he 
suggested gaily. 


All during breakfast. Tommy kept up 


his nonsensical chatter. We went sight- 
seeing in Harlem. Dinner at Wells’ was 
delicious—their inimitable fried chicken 


and waflles. I was beginning to feel happy 


again. but Tommy was running out of 


talk and I began to realize that he had 
been putting on a show to keep from 
showing the strain and agony which 
throbbed within him. 

“Whatll we do next? You suggest 


something.” he told me. with a valiant try 
at enthusiasm. It was about five o’clock in 
the evening. 

“Let’s go back to the hotel.” I said. for 
want of some other inspiration. 

\ light of hope and appreciation leaped 
into Tommy’s eyes. He looked boyishly 
happy. 

I gasped and added quickly: “Oh. I 
didn’t mean that.” 
looked crushed. defeated. 
he said. “All 


Tommy 

“All right, 
right.” 

We sat around in the hotel room. look- 
ing at Finally. nine 
o'clock. Tommy got up and began pacing 
the floor. 

Married than 48 hours, my 
band’s SOrry already. I thought. 

The second night was just a repetition 
of our wedding night. 

I knew this unnatural relationship could 
I strove to overcome my own 
resistance. to break barrier 
which slowly was growing up between us. 
It went on like this for a week—and 
finally. Tommy and I had a heart-to-heart 
talk. Perhaps it was the atmosphere—the 
hotel. he told me. 
ing this place with the kind of 
which exists between people who go to 
Atlantic City, or to hotels all over the 
world. to satisfy a lust for stolen sweets. 
Maybe I couldn’t feel married here. Tom- 
my had paid black market prices for a 
155th Street apartment. We 
settled there. Things would be different. 

I was listless and hopeless. I had given 
up secretly. for the terrible pressure of 
the things Aunt Ada _ had 
seemed stronger than my love for Tommy, 


darling.” 


television. about 


less hus- 


not go on. 


down the 


Maybe I was associat- 
thing 


could get 


taught me 


more powerful than my common sense. 
But. for his sake—because he had been 
so patient and kind and never uttered a 
word of reproach. I must try what he sug- 
gested—-and. if it didn’t work. I would go 
back to Aunt Ada and confess that I had 
made an awful mistake. 

We spent several days buying furniture 
Self-conscious- 
But the apart- 
Every night I 
bed. 


for our swank new place. 
ly. I ordered twin beds. 
ment made no difference. 
cried myself to sleep—in my 
Tommy had begun to lose weight. to look 
The warmth which had existed 
between us dissolving into 
studied politeness. He had started on his 


own 


haggard. 


was slowly 
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Men and women who have abused and tor- 
tured hair and scalp for years with excessive 
washing, alcohol tonics, permanents, dyes, 
rinses, bleaches and now must pay the pen- 
alty because you've dried up or washed away 
the natural scalp oils that keep hair growing 
thick, luxurious, soft, flexible, strong, shiny 
and handsome .. . folks who comb hair with 
one hand and throw it away with the other 
... if you are alarmed at the receding hair 
line, the spreading bald spots, the thinning 
and falling hair because the scalp is shrunk 
tight, flaky with dandruff, itching all from 
dryness ...replace the natural oils gone 
from hair and scalp with LANOLIN from the 
lowly sheep... the sheep whose problem 
isn’t growing hair but getting rid of it. It’s 
simple, easy and astonishingly successful. 
All you do is ask for NIL-O-NAL (spells lan- 
olin backwards) . use NIL-O-NAL as di- 
rected daily on scalp and hair. In only 30 
days see NIL-O-NAL repair the damage of 
dryness, see longer, thicker, more luxurious, 
shiny, wavy hair, or money back. Order today. 
$3.00 jar, only $2.00 plus tax and C.O.D. 
postage. 


MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY! 
SEND NO MONEY 


NIL-O-NAL Company, Dept 723C 
242 East Ohio St., Chicago 11, Tl. 


Rush me the 240 day supply of NIL-O-NAL. If 
everything you've said isn’t 100° true, and 
I'm not entirely delighted, I can return un- | 
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fund. ‘Economy offer . HREE $2.00 Jars | 
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only $5.00 plus tax, same guarantee.) 
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tax and C.O.D. Postage. | 
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\) No High School Necessary; No Age Limit 


Send for sample lesson and nurse’s booklet. 
It's FREE ... no obligation. Just mail coupon. 
See for yourself how easy it is to get BIG PAY... 
gain social prestige and financial independence as 
a POST GRADUATE HOSPITAL trained PRACTICAL 
NURSE. Learn at home while you earn. Don’t delay 
Send coupon NOW! 
@eeeeeeeeeoeoeeeeeeoeeeeeees 


@POST GRADUATE HOSPITAL SCHOOL OF NURSING @ 
@ 17C3 Auditorium Bldg. Chicago 5, lll. @ 


Ba Ry See re meee toe : 
fe ee en ae e 
SS ot . 


73 








new job and he began coming home late 
evenings. 

The delicious meals I was preparing for 
him—trying in some way to compensate 
for my failure as a wife—were now going 
untouched. He scarcely noticed homey lit- 
tle things I bought for the house—to add 
color and comfort. The weeks stretched 
into months, 

It was a bitter parody of a marriage 
and, worst of all, I could not resent it nor 
blame myself enough to do anything about 
it. We were two hostile strangers now. 

One night Tommy didn’t come home at 
all. He called me the next morning from 
his office and assured me he was all right. 
His voice had a different quality, a sort of 
not-caring quality. Answering the phone, 
| sighed with relief to know that nothing 
had happened to him, that he hadn’t left 
me. The night before, I had lain awake, 
a constant pounding thought running 
through my mind that Tommy had fled to 
the arms of someone warm and loving, for 
comfort. I had reflected that this might 
be the one case in marriage when a hus- 
could not be blamed for unfaith- 
fulness. 

There were many nights after that when 
Tommy stayed out. 

He was drinking, too, not heavily, but 
much more than custom. One 
night—six months after our delirious, im- 
petuous plunge into what we had thought 
would be wedded bliss, Tommy came 
home early from the office, faced me in 
the kitchen where I was preparing dinner 
and told me he wanted a divorce. His face 
was tight and strained. His eyes were 
regretful. I shook my head slowly. I was 
numb all over. 

“All right, Tommy,” I said. “All right.” 

He whirled around and went out of 
the door, closing it softly but firmly be- 
hind him. 

Something made me go to my room and 
kneel by the bed and pray. There—in 
my darkened at what would have 
been dinner time in any other household, 
[ knelt alone and prayed. I asked God to 
give Tommy someone to make him happy. 


band 


was his 


room- 


But I really meant that I wanted a miracle 
from Heaven to unravel this desperate 
situation which had denied love and hap- 
piness to two people who had seemed so 
perfect for each other. 

Some people would call it coincidence. 
But I know better. I know that God an- 
swered that prayer. 

The next day—less than an hour after 
Tommy had called me to say he was see- 
ing a lawyer—lI heard from Aunt Ada. 

\ letter came—and a package. The let- 
ter was full of bitter reproach for my be- 
trayal of all she had taught me. She told 
me that she never wanted to see me again 
and was sending me some personal effects 
Mother had in the hospital—and which 
\lother had made her promise just before 
she died to turn over to me on my 2lst 
birthday. 

Aunt Ada’s letter made me very sad. I 
was alone in the world. I had lost her 


i4 


love and I had scarred my Tommy for 
life. I was powerless to do anything about 
it. I turned over the tightly-sealed little 
packet in my hand. Mother’s things. My 
curiosity overcame my sadness and [| 
ripped open the package. It was a diary. 
How sweet of my dead mother to share 
with me her secret thoughts. 

I sat and read, tears filling my eyes at 
the revealing sentences which told how 
much she had loved my father who had 
broken her heart. For almost an hour, I 
lived again in Mother’s innermost dreams. 
As I came to the last page. I noticed there 
were but a few words inscribed on it. As 
I read them, a great dawn of realization 
broke over my mind. 

They said: “’Tis better to have loved 
and lost, than never to have loved at all.” 

I turned them over in my mind. I re- 
peated them. I looked again intently at 
the date. It was April 5. 1900. I turned 
to the page before. Mother had inscribed 
a record of Aunt Ada’s visit. Aunt Ada 
hadn’t seen Mother the day she died. She 
had seen her the day before she died—and 
the day she died—she had written: * ’Tis 
better to have loved and lost than never to 
have loved at all.” 

I stood up and walked across the room, 
turned and walked back. Racing thoughts 
were stimulating my mind. I felt some- 
how new and cleansed and different. “Bet- 
ter to have loved . . .” 

Suddenly I knew the answer to all the 
disturbing, contorted problem. Suddenly 
I knew that Aunt Ada, without 
ness. but with the mania of a 
sessed, had been holding me a_ prisoner 
for years to a belief, a horrible pledge 
that mother never would have approved. 
Suddenly, I was free. 

I reached for the telephone. I 
the number of Tommy’s office and, when 
he answered, I said: “Dearest. come home 


vicious- 


soul ob- 


dialed 


right away.” 
“But the lawyer. 
... he began. 
“Come home, Tommy.” I insisted. Then 
my new self, my self added 
quietly: “We don’t need a lawyer any 
more, darling. Not unless you want one.” 
I hung up the receiver and looked over 


I’ve an appointment 


liberated 


at the dresser. Somehow. Mother seemed 
to be smiling. 

Maybe our did 
months to get under way. but it hasn’t 
ended yet. Certainly it was a grander, 
sweeter thing than it would have been if 
our love hadn’t been purged in the cruci- 
ble of burning pain. 

Swaying along in this Pittsburgh-bound 
train, headed for Aunt Ada’s funeral, I 
am a little ashamed, knowing that, in my 
secret heart, I can’t wait to finish paying 
my last respects to a dear. mistaken aunt 
who really died—in her own heart—many 


honeymoon take six 


years ago—and to get back quickly to the 
man who'll always live in my heart—my 
Tommy. 


THE END 






P’'m Going 
To Marry 
My 
Husband 


(Continued from Page 13) 










much he had saved over the years. and | 
a way it was fortunate for us, for it wa 
largely through his savings that we wep 
able to move to Chicago where [ ¢ 9] 
send my son to college. 

As far as I was concerned I had spy 
the best years of my life in unhappines 
Twice I had been unsuccessful in my 
riage, and at 33 I was still a single woma 
struggling, trying to make it on my own, 


GUESS that was why when I met Ral; 

several years later I was willing to ent 
into a common law union with him rath 
than try legal marriage for a third tim 
I had simply grown skeptical of husbané 
and did not want to get tied to anyone an 
more whom I couldn’t leave quickly 
things were not satisfactory. My first me 
riage had convinced me of the waywar 
ness of men, and my second had shoy 
me that hasty, convenient marriages are : 
best poor bargains. 

It seems ironic that Ralph and I but 
shared the same attitude toward marriag 
Yet in his case there were several oth 
factors to consider. He was Catholic. a 
wanted to abide by the teachings of hi 
faith—a fact which made our getting ma: 
ried in a church or by a priest even mor 
of an immediate impossibility since ther 
was considerable red tape involved. 

When I first met Ralph it was on a Suv 
day afternoon at the Club De Lisa in Ch: 
cago. It was at one of those club cockta 
parties and we both had been invited | 
mutual friends. Almost immediately whe 
we were introduced we were attracted | 
each other, and after several dances ai 
drinks together, we were talking and @ 
joying ourselves like old friends. He sai 
he was a pullman porter and that his wit 
had died about six months before. | 
wasn’t until later, however, that 
plained how he had been hurt and disi: 
lusioned in marriage. His wife. he sai 
had been unfaithful to him for many year 
during their marriage. He had onl 
learned of it when she lay dying of pnei 
monia. He said he had wondered abv 
her extravagance. and her inability to sav 
any of his earnings, but said he neve 
found out the truth—that she had bee 
spending his money on another man—un! 
a friend told him later. 

After that first meeting Ralph and I s3 
each other almost constantly. We nev 
discussed marriage. but in the back of m 
mind I knew that eventually he was ce! 
tain to ask me to marry him. There we" 
times when I thought about it and som 
how I found myself not wanting to li 
alone any longer. Yet I wondered i! 


he ey 
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dared venture into marriage again. I| 
wanted Ralph—I was sure of that—but I 
was not sure that I wanted him enough to 
marry him if he should ask me. 

Then one night, as we sat alone in my 
apartment, he unexpectedly approached 
me with the idea of living with him. At 
frst I was mildly shocked. I remembered 
my childhood and the sinful picture my 
parents had painted for me about people 
living together common-law—without both- 
ering to see a preacher. The word itself 
brought a bad taste to my mouth. But 
when Ralph explained how he felt about 
our living together, I began to see things 
ina es nt light. 

He said: “Look, honey. You love and 
trust me, don’t you?” 

I said yes. 

“Well, if I say ‘You’re my wife,’ and you 
say. ‘Yes, I am your wife,’ then we really 
will be married. We believe in each other: 
we know how we feel about each other so 
in our hearts we'll be just as married as 
anybody else.” 

The way he explained it we wouldn't 
really be living together common-law, but 
rather ours would be a kind of trial mar- 
riage--a sort of experiment with each 
other to find out if we were suited for mar- 
riage together. He said it would give us 
both time to get over the bitterness caused 
by our previous marriages, and if, after a 
while we found that we could not make a 
go of it. we could call it quits and break 
clean. If on the other hand, we found that 
we could live together happily and in con- 
tentment, then we could make it legal with 
a license and a wedding ceremony. 

What he said sounded reasonable, but 
later when I had time to think it over, I 
just could not get the word “common-law” 
out of my mind. For days I kept telling 
myself that it would be wrong for me to 
live with Ralph like that. I pictured my- 
self as the subject of gossip from neigh- 
bors who wouldn’t hesitate to call me a 
prostitute behind my back. Then luckily 
I happened to read a magazine article one 
night that helped erase most of my fears. 
It explained that common-law marriages 
can be legal and are recognized in every 
state that has not passed legislation against 
them. But what struck me most force- 
fully, as if it had been planted there by 
fate in answer to my problem, was the 
paragraph which read: 

“Under the rules of the common law. a 
man and woman are married if they take 
each other in good faith as husband and 
wife, and live together in the community, 
conducting themselves in the eyes of the 
world as man and wife.” 

I turned the words over slowly in my 
mind. If they take each other in good faith 
as husband and wife. Certainly this ap- 
plied to Ralph and me. and if we were 
both willing to enter into a “trial mar- 
riage” as he had put it, then our living to- 
gether would not be as sinful or as im- 
moral as I had always been taught. 

Without pulling any punches, the ar- 
ticle pointed out that living together com- 
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mon-law has become increasingly prevalent 
among Negroes in Northern cities, and 
while there are no actual figures to show 
how many such households exist, a con- 
servative estimate concludes that among 
lower income groups two out of every 
seven marriages are common-law arrange- 
ments. In Chicago alone such unions be- 
came so popular among certain groups 
during the depression years, that the then- 
popular song, J Can’t Give You Anything 
But Love Baby, 
monial fact than an ear-catching ditty. 

I learned too that bachelors who live in 
Alabama, Colorado. Florida, Georgia, Ida- 
ho. Indiana. Iowa. Kansas. Michigan, Mis- 
sissippi. Montana, Ohio, Oklahoma, Penn- 
sylvania. Rhode Island. South Carolina, 
South Dakota. Texas and the District of 
Columbia, and possibly those who live in 
Connecticut. New Hampshire and Maine. 
are easy prey for designing women. 

In these states. the article continued, 
is not necessary to take out a marriage 
license or to exchange vows before a min- 
ister. In fact, a man have to 
spend a single night under the same roof 
with the woman, in order for her to claim 
him as her common law mate. Since many 
of these women make their claims only to 
cash in on wills and estates. the alleged 
husband gets a chance to refute 
them. 

American courts have interpreted com- 
mon law marriage to mean nothing more 
than “the meeting of minds” of a man and 
long as they can prove that 
married, the 


became more of a matri- 


does not 


never 


woman, As 
they considered themselves 
sexual union is not necessary. 


T WAS almost a week later that I told 

Ralph that I had decided to accept his 
proposal. But I cautioned him that should 
any of our friends ask. we would tell them 
that we had been married secretly out of 
town. In the meantime my son had made 
things much more convenient for us than I 
had expected. for shortly after school was 
out he took a job out East in New York. 


Living with Ralph was easy. It was as 
if we had been married for years. We 
planned everything together and_ right 


from the start I realized that I had found 
more happiness than I had ever known. I 
seldom thought about the fact that we did 
not have a license or had not had a cere- 
mony. When I did think about it, it was 
usually after a visit from my sister, 
She was always bringing up the subject 
and preaching to me about how wrong it 
was, but I suspect even now that her real 
concern over how I was living was mainly 
because of her school teacher’s job and she 
was afraid of what might happen if I was 
found out. 

At first Joan accepted the lie that I had 
married secretly just as everyone else had, 
but somehow she later found out the truth. 
When she questioned me about it, I con- 
fided her and told her everything. It 
was then that she began trying to prove 
to me that I was a woman of lost virtue, 


Joan. 


that I could not possibly be happy in ay 
arrangement like this where I had neithe 
security nor a legal claim to Ralph’s prop 
erty. 

“In the first place,” she said, “you coul 
not get to first base in an Illinois court jf 
anything should ever happen to Ralph.” 
She then went on to point out that a state 
law passed in 1909 outlawed all so-called 
common-law marriages in Illinois and de. 
clared that all marriages occurring after 
that date must be ceremonial marriages, 
properly recorded, or the relationship 
would not be recognized by the state, and 
any children of such a union would be con. 
sidered illegitimate. 

My immediate argument was that almogs 
half the states in the United States did ree. 
ognize common-law marriages. It was a 
feeble defense, of course. but I pointed out 
to her that there were 21 states all the way 
from Maine to Montana, that did consider 
common-law unions legal by the simple 
fact that they had passed no laws agains 
them, 

“That still would not satisfy your pos: 
tion,” she argued. “You live in Illinois 
and would have to seek help from Illinois 
courts if it ever came to a legal tangle over 
property or anything like that. Sure, you 
could argue that you’ve been a wife t 
him, that you’ve shared his bed, kept his 
house, done his laundry and gotten his 
meals, and in your heart you know that 
you've been his ‘wife,’ but you can’t get 
around the law. 

“And what if there were children? His 
children. I mean. It’s still possible, you 
know. Would you want them to grow up 
knowing that they were illegitimate?” 

I listened in grave silence. I did no 
know what to say, for though I knew tha 
Ralph and I had gone over the same 
ground, the way Joan talked about it mat 
it seem so tragic, so fearsome. Then ti 
clinch her point she told me about another 
couple she had read about in Californi: 
where common-law marriages had als 
been outlawed. 

She said this couple had decided to live 
together “to see if they liked married life” 
but that 25 years went by and they stil 
had not made it a legal partnership. 
the meantime they had seven  childres 
whom they reared and educated without! 
telling them that their parents were not 
“real” husband and wife. 

Eventually a law suit arose over some 
property which, according to California 
law. would be owned by husband and wilt 
as community property. In court, whet 
the question came up as to whether or ne! 
they were legally married, the “wife” ad 
mitted that they kad no license and mate 
this frank confession: “I never did watt 
to marry him, Judge. He has habits I 
not approve of in a husband, and I wat! 
to feel free to leave him anytime I gé 
ready.” 

The tragic end which Joan supplied we 
not so much the fact that they lost the 
property, but that their children had t 
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suffer the painful publicity that they had 
been born illegitimately. 

After each visit from my sister I was al- 
ways left with mixed feelings toward the 
marriage bargain I had struck up with 
Ralph. but to appease her I would always 
promise that some day we would make it 
legal with a wedding. license and cere- 
mony. I never mentioned this to Ralph. 
of course, for I knew that whatever hap- 
pened he had already made legal arrange- 
ments to provide for me. He had drawn 
up papers to make certain that I would not 
be cheated out of the home which we had 
bought together by pooling our savings. 
and he had encouraged me to take up the 
Catholic teachings so that in time we 
would be prepared for a legal wedding 
ceremony. 

Somehow there never seemed to be any 
need for us to legalize our relationship. 
We had drifted into a routine, 
way of life together, and. to tell the truth, 
I think we both unconsciously shied away 


“satisfied” 


from mentioning anything at all about a 
legal marriage. We both knew that it was 
not legal phrases and documents that kept 
us together, but our mutual respect and 
desire to make each other happy. 

But we are soon going down to City Hall 
and finally get married. Why? 
feel that our experiment is 


Simply 
because we 
over, that we now know we were meant for 
each other and that as long as we live we 
will belong to each other. There is no 
longer any sense in hesitating to make our 
love full and final in the eyes of the law— 


and one day when I become a Catholic, in | WOMEN! 


the eyes of the church. 
In some ways, I suppose. my case is no 
different from thousands of other women 
who consent to become a partner in a com- 
mon law marriage. Yet. although I might 
have found contentment in that kind of re- 
lationship. I’m glad that we’re both sensi- 
ble enough to realize that making our mar- 
riage legal is the only way. On the sur- 
face, a common law marriage can seem so 
simple, but sooner or later there are bound 
to be difficulties. legal or otherwise. 
fact all 


states do 


I realize that too clearly now 


inasmuch as 30 not recognize 
common law marriages under any circum- 
stances. A woman, as in my case. might 
think she is legally protected as long as 
the state she lives in recognizes such mar- 
riages, but what if she has to move to a 
state which doesn’t recognize it? 
Common law marriage has its disadvan- 
I have seen too 
many deserted by 
wayward fathers to feel there is really a 


tages as well as merits. 
illegitimate children 
case for common law marriage except in 
extreme cases like my own. I have seen 
too many sorrowful women. living out their 
lives in loneliness because they thought 
they didn’t need a license to tie their hus- 
bands to their homes, 

Legal marriage is the best choice no 
matter and sure a woman 
might think her future looks. That is why 
finally after three years as a common-law 


how secure 


wife I am going to get married legally this 
month. It is my way and Ralph’s way of 


THE END 


demonstrating our love. 





Stars and Numbers 


(Continued from Page 8) 


Cancer should find success in love, mar- 
riage and employment. 
Those persons born under Aries, Can- 


cer, Libra and Capricorn are likely to find 
themselves in a_ state of 
March rolls around, particularly 


confusion as 
where 
success in love. family or general welfare 
are involved. They may simplify their 
problems. however, by thinking first and 
then acting, although their natural tend- 
ency may be to do just the opposite. 

Best days of the month for engage- 
ments, weddings and social gatherings are 
the 7th. mornings of the 13th and 19th 
and the afternoon of the 27th. 
will reach its peak during the full-moon 
period, between the 30th and 31st. 

Women should not the 
that, at this season, colors can endow them 


R 
romance 


overlook fact 
with magic attracting powers which are 
responded to by all persons—consciously 
or not. Various shades of red, including 
golden red, should be chosen and worn 

x used for decorative purposes during the 
first two weeks in March. 

After that, the color scheme should be 
changed to various tints of blue, with a 
dash of yellow here and there. Among 
gems, aquamarines and diamonds are at 
the top of the list for March. The num- 


ber 9 has the lead this month. Other 


strong number combinations are 1. 3, 6 
and 9, while 2, 4 and 8 show prominence. 

March presents the following selected 
dates favoring the successful conduct of 


matters of importance for those born un- 
der the twelve signs of the Zodiac: 
Aries—5, 7. 8, 10 12, 13. 16. 18. 19, 20, 
21, 29, 2a, Zi. 
Taurus—5, 7, 9, 10, 14, 18. 19. 20, 21, 


Daly LB, Bd, Bly 2 


Gemini 


22, 23, 24, 25. 

Cancer—5. 6. 7, 10, 14. 18. 22. 23. 24, 
25, 20, Zi, Zo. 

Leo i. 2. a 4. 8. 10. 16. Ys 20. 21, 
24. 23, 26, Zi. 

Virgo—l, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6. 7, 9. 10. 18, 22 


2D, 29; D0 

Libra—2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 10. 12. 17, 
21, 28, 38; Si. 

Scorpio—5,. 6, 7, 8, 9, 10, 14, 17, 22, 
23, Zo; Gt, 20s 

Sagittarius—2, 3, 5. 7, 8. 9. 10. 12, 16, 
iT, 2a. mas. oy. oe 

Capricorn—5, 6, 7, 9, 10, 11. 12. 
iG, 24, 23, 2i, 
5, 9, 10, 14, 15, 16, 17, 18, 22, 


28. 
Pisces 
25, 24; ais 
Those who do not know the sign under 
which they may obtain this 
information by sending a self-addressed, 


were born, 
stamped envelope, together with birth date, 
to Helen Sides. care TAN, 1820 S. Michi- 
gan Ave.. Chicago 16, III. 


LADIES—here’s how to get lovely 
dresses given to you as a bonus— 
without 1¢ of cost to you! And 
make up to $100 in a month by 
wearing and showing 
them to your friends. 
Take your choice of 150 
glorious styles. It’s our 
way of advertising our 
charming frocks and un- 
beatable values. No 
canvassing re- 
quired—no expe- 
rience needed. 
Everything sent 
without cost or 
obligation. Sim- 
ply rush coupon 
below. But hurry! 
This new plan is so 
popular, openings 
are limited. 


FASHION FROCKS, INC. 
Dept. L-3114 
Cincinnati 25, Ohio =, 
if you live in Canada, mails 
coupon to North American 
Fashion Frocks, Ltd., 
2163 Parthenais, 
Montreal, P.Q. 
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x 


% 


VERYTHING & 
, is GIVEN @& 
To YOU 
WITHOUT 
cost! 
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Paste This Coupon on Postcard— Mail Today ! 


FASHION FROCKS, INC., Dept. 1-3114, Cincinnati 25, 0. 


YES, I'd like to be one of the women who get the 


chance to make up to $100 in a month for wearing 
and showing Fashion Frocks. Without obligating me 
please send everything I need WITHOUT COST 











Name. iaieineaiimaancabiibiaiaats 
Address a ——o 
City. Zone. State— 





RGD icmmien Dress Size 
If you live in Canada, mail coupon te North American 
Fashion Frocks, Ltd., 2163 Parthenais, Montreal, P.Q. 
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SKIN 
TROUBLE 


Don’t Put Up With Ugly 
itching Misery Of Rashes 
Eczema, Ringworm, Pimples 


Skin irritations like that can really 
get you down. You look at your 
upset skin and wonder why you are 
plagued this way by the awful dis- 
tress. The itching is a nagging torture. 

Palmer’s SKIN SUCCESS Ointment 
usually makes a marvelous dif- 
ference in such cases. This famous, 
time-tested skin medicine goes right 
to work to help your skin gain fast, 
blessed relief. There’s just nothing 
like it! Only Palmer’s SKIN SUCCESS 
Ointment gives you the benefit of 
this wonderful skin-prescription for- 
mula, tested by a noted physician, 

Don’t risk letting that ugly itch- 
ing misery go on for another day, 
Many, many thousands know from 
their own experience what Palmer’s 
SKIN SUCCESS Ointment can do. You 
can really depend on it! Small size: 
only 25c. Regular 75c size gives 
you 4 times as much, 


How To Take Care of Your Complexion 
Don’t just envy good-looking clear 
skin! If yourcomplexionisdisturbed 
too often by surface skin germs, get 
Palmer’s SKIN SUCCESS SOAP and use 
it every night! The deep-acting 
medicated foam really helps remove 
those germs and condition the skin, 


ointment PALMER's ang soap 


SKIN-SUCCESS 


[ TAKE BLACK-DRAUGHT 


IN EASY, PLEASANT-TO-TAKE 


TABLETS, NOW! 


Famous laxative for 
constipation —sweetens 
4 insides, too! 


YN They’re new! They’re 
good news! So handy! So easy to take! So 
pleasant. And, an exact measured dose— 
no “‘guessing.”’ 

New Black-Draught Tablets relieve 
constipation overnight. They help sweeten 
your sour stomach too—so you wake up 
feeling bright—frisky as a kitten! 

If you need a laxative, chances are you 
need a stomach-sweetener, too... and 
that’s what you get in new Black-Draught 
Tablets. They give prompt relief from 
that logy, headachy, gassy feeling and 
bad breath that come when stomach is 
sour and upset by constipation. 


WORK FAST...BUT GENTLY 
New Black-Draught Tablets do not gripe. 
Made from pure vegetable herbs, they 
work gently ...to bring you two-way 
relief... while you sleep. 

Black-Draught comes in Powder and 
Granulated forms, too. Famous since 1840. 


| HELP CHILDREN | When constipation up- 
sets a child’s digestion 
ind disposition—give Syrup of Black-Draught. 


Youngsters love this honey-sweet liquid— 
take it eagerly. So gentle and sure! 
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The Common Cold 


(Continued from Page 44) 


or even talks, he sprays the surrounding 
air with millions of germs. Anyone with- 
in the circle of such sprays will be show- 
ered with the cold virus. The chances are 
very great that an innocent bystander will 
breathe it into his own nose and throat, 
and down he comes with a cold. It is a 
observation that at intervals, 
when 


common 
colds seem to be 
everybody appears to have one. 

This means nothing more than that a 
person with a cold has infected several 
people. each of whom has infected several 
until a good-sized num- 


“going around,” 


more, and so on, 
ber have become sick. Each new person in- 
fected often has a more severe cold than 
the one who gave it to him, because germs 
have the peculiar habit of becoming more 
virulent as they go from one person to 
another. 

A cold by itself is not a dangerous dis- 
ease. It may make one feel very badly, 
but it never kills. What makes a cold se- 
rious is its complications due to “sec- 
These are dangerous 
which begin 


ondary invaders.” 
germs. mostly streptococci, 
to grow in the nose and throat after the 
cold virus has weakened the tissues and 
made them favorable breeding places for 
the newcomers. It is for this reason that 
no cold should be taken lightly. 


The secondary invaders may cause 
sinus infection, acute bronchitis, pneumo- 
nia. and other serious infections. When 


one begins to cough up thick sputum with 
pus. it can be known with certainty that 
it is no longer a cold but an additional 
infection where one is really ill. 

A very popular superstition is that sit- 
ting in a draft, getting the feet wet. going 
outdoors after taking a warm bath. and 
other common practices will give a person 
a cold. Nothing is further from the truth. 
What does happen under these circum- 
stances is that the body sets up certain 
automatic reflex actions which give symp- 
toms that simulate a cold. 

For instance, if you sit in a draft, you 
will in a few minutes begin to sneeze or 
snifle. Common should indicate 
that an infection cannot begin that quick- 
ly. The sneezing and sniffling are not due 
to a cold but to congestion of the mucous 
membranes of the nose and throat. This 
is the manner in which the body attempts 
to get rid of germs that might cause in- 
fection. Sneezing forcefully blows out 
these germs and sniffling washes them out. 

A cold may come after exposure to a 
draft but it is not due to the draft but in 
spite of these protective reflex actions of 
the body. Don’t blame the draft. blame 
the person who sneezed. coughed, or 
talked in your face. However. 
that what is said here will in no manner 
affect this deeply-entrenched superstition. 
But since the superstition is harmless, its 


sense 


it is realized 


perpetuation can do no damage. 
Everybody has his own pet remedy for 
a cold, ranging from aspirin to extremely 


liberal doses of whiskey. Not only dog 


one have his own cure, but he has ayaj, 
able the cures of everyone he knows, }y. 


cause people never give so freely as whe 
giving advice to cure a cold. Even ever 
doctor has his pet cure. All of them hay, 


one thing in common: none of them do 


any good. 
If a patient asked a doctor for medicip, 
for a cold and was told that nothing coy) 


be done, the patient would conclude thy 


the doctor was either ignorant or disinte 
ested when, in fact. he would be hones 
if not tactful. 


Some day there will be a definite ap; 


decisive cure for colds. It will probabh 
be a drug. like penicillin. This county 
has several groups of high-powered sciey 
tists working on the problem.  Englay 
has a government-subsidized Commissiy 
on the Common Cold trying to find son: 
effective way to deal with the infectio, 
Big business is interested in financing y 


search because the economic annual |p 


from colds runs into billions of dollars, 


While there is nothing that will cure; 


cold, this does not mean that somethin; 
cannot be done. Particular 
should be given to the possibility of se 


ondary infection. To this end. everyon 
with a cold should go to bed. This wil 


do two things. 


will put the patient out of circulation 


thereby preventing the infection of other 


by contact. 
About the best medicine one can tak 


is aspirin, not for any curative effect, be. 
cause it has none, but because it make: 
It should be taken, hov: 


one feel better. 
ever. in larger doses than the customan 
five grains. At least fifteen grains, two « 
three times a day. will be effective. Mos 
cold tablets on the market today depen 
on their content of aspirin for any bene 
ficial action. Other constituents couli 
just as well be left out. 

The last thing one should take for : 
cold is whiskey or other alcoholic liquor 
Alcohol may make one feel better, becaus 
of its anesthetic action, but it has a ven 
depressing action on the resisting force 
of the body. Instead of helping. it ma 
actually promote infection. 


Some people feel better if they drink 
large amounts of water or fruit juices. 


if they take a purgative. At least, thes 
are not harmful. Neither are 


which are popular as a treatment. 


For hoarseness or stuffed nose causet 


by swelling of the mucous membranes 
nothing is better than our old_ friend 
Vick’s Salve. 
aromatic oils which have the 
shrinking congested mucous membranes 
It can be used in several ways. 
way of rubbing it on the chest is effective 


only because the fumes are inhaled ant 


not because it has any action on the ches 
It can be put in boiling water and th 


vapor breathed or a small pellet can b 


inserted in each nostril. 


It is not a bad idea to give to a docti! 


emphasi 


It will give the body : 
rest. thus building up resistance, and i 


hot bath 


This preparation contait- 
virtue 0! 


The oli 
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when you have a cold. Although he can 
do nothing to stop it, he will at least have 
the opportunity to observe it and when the 
infection becomes more than a cold, if it 
does. he can most certainly do something 
about it. When a cold hangs on, a visit 


to the doctor is especially imperative. 


Many a 
cold that wouldn't get well. 


Alaska, China, 


case of tuberculosis began as a 


People in Africa, and 


everywhere else in the world have 
They also have their pet remedies which 
are no more nor less effective than ours. 
We are supposed to be enlight- 
ened people. This is proved if we have 
learned that colds are contagious. that we 
are morally obligated to protect others 
from infection, that common sense is the 
guide for what we do for them, and that 
we make good use of what medical knowl- 


more 


edge there is available. 





On The Records 


(Continued from Page 15) 


Tatum records mostly the tunes known 
to practically all fans. Yet his biggest 
seller on wax to date is an obscure blues 
ditty, Wee Baby Blues. He likely would 
become a more popular recording artist 
were he to record more tunes. 

The reason why Tatum finds little ade- 
quate time for recording probably can be 
found in the fact that he is so much 
demand for in-person appearances. He is 
a tremendous favorite in night clubs and 
on the concert stage. 

Before Tatum was a big name in jazz, 
however, he often found his steadiest em- 
ployment in recording jobs. He worked 
then mostly as a supporting instrumental- 
ist. One of the earliest groups he recorded 
with was the Chicago Three Deuces band 
under trumpet star Roy Eldridge. 

The technique Tatum employs on rec- 
ords is the same one with which he has 
become familiar to audiences all over the 
world. He plays an intricate style but his 
pitch is flawless, his methods understand- 
able. On up-tempo tunes, he often fingers 
chord patterns and arpeggios so swiftly 
that the sounds dazzle even the most criti- 
cal of musical ears. When playing slow, 
he can be equally as exciting. He handles 
most mood tunes with deep feeling for the 
material. 

* & 

RECORD OF THE MONTH: Mercury’s 
Fawncy Meeting You/Why Not, a coupling 
of two jump ditties by Neal Hefti that the 
Count Basie band frames brilliantly with 
all its customary drive and clever phras- 
ing. Each side is styled around a nifty 
tenor sax Eddie “Lockjaw” 
Davis being the apt soloist on the topper, 
Paul Quinichette on the flip. The pairing 
rates as the best jazz recorded by a Basie 


excursion; 


group in a decade or so. Basie fans will 
be happy with it and jazz collectors in 
general will find it a worthwhile buy. 
GOOD: Victor’s Man Smart/Jerry with 
Harry Belafonte in superb voice on a pair 
of folk figures, the stuff he warbles most 
effectively. He employs a West Indian ac- 
cent on Smart, a humorous cutie. and it 
comes off like the real McCoy. His overall 
performance of the tune is strictly expert 
and so is the support by a small instru- 
mental group and a male chorus. Jerry, 
subtitled This Timber Got to Roll, is a 
Josh White-type song but Harry is compe- 
tent enough to deliver it well. The new 
release of Belafonte stylings has all of 
what it takes to become his first major hit 
on recordings. 
RECOMMENDED: 
Va/Ooh-Ah-De-De-De, 
Bill Davis Trio on two originals, 
swings. 


Okeh’s Alexandria, 
featuring the Wild 
both of 
Stellar 
opus 


which the group really 
guitarist Bill 
about the Virginia town, veteran drummer 
Chris Columbus the backer 
blues thing vocally chanted by the three- 
some. Organist maestro Davis paces the 
combo instrumentally on both sides with 


Jennings penned the 


a wordless 





an uncanny brand of listenable chordings. 
He swings the organ like it has never been 
His exhibitions on the Okeh 
a solid 


swung before. 
disc are catchy and could make it 
hit in juke circles. 

ACCEPTABLE: Decca’s This New Sit- 
uation/Be Reasonable, resounding the pat- 
terned rhythms of the Buddy Johnson or- 
chestra on a couple of inane bits. Both 
feature vocals by new male songster, No- 
land Lewis, the unit’s replacement for 
Arthur Prysock. smooth-throated 
and polished. scores handsomely in his ini- 
tial efforts. On Situation, he is spotted on 

duet with Ella Johnson, the maestro’s 
sister. He croons Be as a solo stint. This 
side is the type that clicks good in rhythm 
and blues marts. 


Lewis. 





Children Need 
Psychiatry, Too 
(Continued from Page 43) 


in turn, will discover any unusual circum- 
stances which may exist. 

An lowa survey, covering more than 
50,000 children. revealed that 23 per cent 


of them were borderline cases of mental 


deficiency. sut. only from one to two per 


cent had social maladjustments serious 


enough to warrant psychiatric consulta- 
tion. 

The important thing is to recognize the 
fact that children do have need of psy- 
chiatric treatment at times. When that 
need occurs, the sooner the child is taken 
to an expert, the better it will be for 
everyone concerned. 


colds. 








RECORDS 
FRE With Each Order of 4 or More Records 


1 RECORD (our choice) 
1 PHOTO of a Leading Artist 
LATEST RELEASES AND FAVORITES 







— | DON’T KNOW —Willie Mabon 89 
(1) ’'M GONE-—Shirley & Lee 83 
- FIVE LONG YEARS—Eddie Boyd 83 
() STORY FROM MY HEART & SOUL—-B.B. King 88 
[) HEY MRS. JONES—Jimmy Forrest. 83 
C) EE-TIL-YA-DEE—Tilters.. . 88 
0 | BELIEVE—Elmore James........ 88 
() BABY DON’T DO IT—Five Royales 88 
() DREAM GIRL—Jesse Belvin 8g 
[ SECURITY BLUES—Roosevelt Sykes 89 
() STREET OF DREAMS—Gene Ammons 89 
(|) STANDIN AROUND CRYIN— aay Waters 83 
1) MY SONG—Johnny Ace....... 88 
-) GOIN’ HOME—Fats Domino....... 83 
2 SAD HOURS—Little Walter......... 88 
— ROCK ROCK ROCK—Amos Milburn 83 
(1) LUCILLE—Roscoe Gordon 88 
(-) LYIN’ WOMAN--Little Caesar 89 
C) LET’S TALK IT OVER—Jimmy Lee & Artis 88 
-) TIRED BROKE & BUSTED—Floyd Dixon 88 
GOODBYE BABY—Recorded in Hollywood (235 
Little Caesar....... 89 
-) JUKE—Little Walter 89 
(1) OOOH, OOOH , OOOH—Lioyd Price 89 
=) YOU KNOW I LOVE You—.. B. King 89 
1) GREYHOUND—Amos Milburn 83 
— EVERY DAY | HAVE THE BLUES—Joe Williams 89 
- THREE LETTERS—Ruth Brown 88 
C) HEY MISS FANNIE—Clovers 83 
-) | FEEL $0 GOOD—Brownie McGhee 83 
1) YOU KNOW I KNOW —Five Royales 89 
() TING-A-LING—The Clovers 83 
() LAWDY MISS CLAWDY-— Lloyd Price 83 
[) THE BELLS ARE RINGING— Smiley Lewis 83 
1) DADDY DADDY—Ruth Brown 83 
-) THEM THERE EYES—Varetta Dillard 89 
(-) CALL OPERATOR 210—Floyd Dixon 89 
() MY HEART’S DESIRE—Jimmy Lee & Artis 88 
-) ONE MINT JULEP—The Clovers 88 
-) NIGHT AND DAY—Roy Milton 83 
|) HE’S MY MAN—Marie Adams 83 
©) BACK BITER—-T. J. Fowler 83 
C1) LET’S CALL IT A DAY—Sonny Thompson 89 
1) PLL DROWN IN MY OWN TEARS— 
Sonny Thompson 88 
1 MARY JO—Flour Blazes 89 
— POOR POOR ME—Fats Domino 83 
-) §-10-15 HOURS—Ruth Brown 89 
() NEW ORLEANS WOMEN-— Roscoe Gordon 89 
() GONNA PLAY THE HONKY TONKS— Marie Adams ‘89 
(1) WALKIN THE BOOGIE—-John Lee Hooker 89 
(1) BALD HEADED WOMAN-— Lightnin Hopkins ‘89 
() WITHOUT YOUR LOVE—Charles Brown 89 
() PLEASE HAVE MERC Y—Muddy Waters 89 
-) GUITAR SHUFFLE—Lowell Fulson 89 
(1) NO MORE DOGGIN—Roscoe Gordon 88 
$O TIRED—Roy Milton 89 
(1) EASY EASY BABY—Varetta Dillard 83 
-) HAVE MERCY BABY—The Dominoes 88 
() BESIDE YOU—The Swallows 89 
() COUNTRY BOY—Muddy ys 89 
() 3 O'CLOCK BLUES—B. B. Kin 89 
() UNION STATION BLUES— John Lee Hooker 88 
1) CHICA BOO—Llioyd Glenn 89 
() COFFEE BLUES—Lightnin Hopkins 89 
() GIVE ME CENTRAL 209—Lightnin Hopkins 83 
) STILL A FOOL—Muddy Waters 89 
SPIRITUALS 
O Every Day Will Be Sunday—Gospel Harmonettes. .89 
C)IN THE UPPER ROOM—Mahalia Jackson...... .89 
O) COME IN THE ROOM—The Martin Singers.... .89 
O THIS LITTLE LIGHT OF MINE—Ward Singers. .89 
(2 BLESSED BE THE NAME-—Vilgrim Travelers .89 
— PRECIOUS MEMORIES—Five Blind Boys -89 
C2 WILL HE WELCOME ME THERE—Nichtingales .89 
© HOW MUCH WE CAN BEAR-—Gay Sisters.. .89 
C) The Day Will Surely Come—Swan Silvertones. 89 
[] MERCY OH LORD—-Bro. Joe May..... .89 
|) STOP RIGHT NOW—Bells of Joy... .89 
“OLD GOSPEL SHIP—Rev. Morgan... 89 
[) HOW ABOUT YOU—Pilgrim Travelers .89 
[) WORLD PRAYER—Five Blind Boys..... .89 
-) HE’S SO WONDERFUL —Sis Jessie Mae Rent: .89 
[ GET AWAY JORDAN—Gospel Harmonettes .89 
OVUM SEALED—Gospel Harmonettes. 89 
( LET’S TALK ABOUT JESUS—Bells of Jos .89 
~]) OLD SHIP OF ZION—Five Blind Boys .89 
CO) OUR FATHER—Five Blind Boys..... .89 
C) SURELY GOD IS ABLE—Ward Singers .89 
(0 Take My Burdens to the Lord—Ward Singers 89 
[) JESUS GAVE ME WATER—Soul Stirrers .89 
C1 LIVING ON MOTHER’S PRAYER—Soul Stirrers .89 
[MILKY WHITE WAY—The Trumpeteers .89 
f) LITTLE WOODEN CHURCH—The Trumpeteers .89 
-) LORD HOLD MY HAND Pilgrim Travelers 86 
HANK ilgrim Travelers .89 
n rim Travelers -89 
K ‘ .89 
Yard § er .. 89 
YOU KNOW HIM—Bro. Joe "May .89 
ME LORD—Bro. Joe May........ . 89 


() SEARCH }D—} 
[] What Are They Doing in Heaven 
Dixie Humming Birds  .89 


(CD Mother I Need Your Prayer—The Detroiters... .89 
We Ship C.0.D. Parcel Post Insured. Send for Free Cata- 
logue. 


ESSEX RECORD SHOP 
114 SPRINGFIELD AVENUE 
NEWARK 3, NEW JERSEY, DEPT. T 
79 





> WASHABLE NYLON-ACETATE « 


Choirs 
Baptismals 
Church Ushers 
Club Functions 


. 12 to 20 
an 38 to 4A 


er 


Plus 25c shipping charges 
C.0.D.—Sen 
with order 
Special quantity _dis- 
count for organiza- 
tions, church groups, 
clubs, etc. 
This is not a uniform 
but a highly styled 
dress. Made especially 
for church and club 
use and features a 
roomy pocket and 
separate, matching 
belt 
100% satisfaction or money back, if unused. 


eo eee 
SPCHCSSTHCSHSHESSEESSHCOCEEEEESEEEES: 


TEDDY'S FASHIONS CO., Bristol, Pa. 

Please send me Turnout Dress(es) at 
$5.95 each. Size . | enclose a 
Plus 25¢ shipping charge per dress). Send 


Even if other 


medicines have 


failed to relieve your 


COLD MISERIES 


YOU OWE IT TO YOURSELF 
TO TRY 666—IT'S DIFFERENT 


666 


LIQUID —TABLETS 


Descgu SMART 
4 meLOOKING CLOTHES 


LEARN AT HOME—SPARE TIME 


Fascinating field. Design own Ward 
robe at considerable saving. 
experience designing for others. 
may lead to thrilling career 

a shop of your own some day. Basic 
“‘learn-by-doing’’ course under 
guidance of qualified teachers pro 
vides excellent starting point for a 
career. Send for free booklet, “Ad 
ventures in Dress Des esign.’ 


NATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRESS ‘DESIGN 
835 Biversey Parkway Dept. 3233. Chicago 14, Ill. 
me FREE and postpaid your booklet, *‘Ad 


1 Dress Design,’’ and full particuiars. 


MATERNITY 


STYLE BOOK 


FREE 


Expectant worwen 
ond her Bagy 


LANE BRYANT 
Maternity clothes are new 
Fifth Avenue styles that 
keep you smart throughout 
pregnancy. Adjust easily to 
your changing figure. 

@ Misses’ Sizes 10 to 20 
@ Junior Sizes 9 tol17 
@ Women’s Sizes 36 to 44 

Dresses from $2.98 up; also 
supporters, undies. Everything 
for Baby, too. LOW prices 
Mail coupon for your FREE 
Style Book in plain wrapper. 

| 8% 


Sane Bryant Mt --| 


INDIANAPOLIS 17, 
INDIANA | DEPT. 841 


Mail FREE Maternity Style Book in plain wrapper. 1 
(841) 


= 
! 
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! Name 
' Address ! 
{Post 0 Office State ' 











MASONIC LODGE RING 


Man’s ring, Masonic em- 
blem on ee se back in 
1/3014Kt yellowgold plate 

with 4 imitation diamonds, 

SEND NOMONEY! Send 

size or string. Pay post- 

man on delivery $3.95 plus 

Federai tax and postage. 

Guaranteed! Order ge 


CLARK RING CO. Dept. 
2349 MILWAUKEEAV., CHICAGO 47 


- SUBSCRIBE 
TO 
TAN 


IMITATION 


DIAMOND RINGS 


$1.4 9 cach or both for $2.49 
jorgeous Solitaire and Wedding 
* with beau itiful Pegg it 

in 1 14Kt, Yellow 

old Plated or Steviinn “sive r or 
Write old lor effect or a 
MONEY BS ‘AC kK GU - cept bcos SEND 
NO MONEY Ps ma on de- 





livery plus Pe res. If yo 
send 7 > or or- 


pay 
HARE M co., * The House of gb all 
» Dept. K154, con Yo 


Teen Talk 


(Continued from Page 14) 


go overboard with the job of gilding th 
lily and flattering the body. let us way 
the red flag of caution. Don’t over-do jt! 
Even the finest brown frame can be ruinej 
by poor taste in clothes, lack of clothes 
and bad poise. 

Teensters cannot and should not wea; 
clothes made for the sophisticated adul. 
No matter how pretty your shoulders and 
bust line. you shouldn't be caught dead iy 
a plunging neckline, or even a rounded 
neckline that swoops below you knoy 
what. Deeply slit skirts, excessive cheap 
jewelry and those skin-tight Bowery dres. 
es may reveal your figure. but they do noj 
enhance it. Nakedness is not beauty. Ey. 
posing your flesh may gain attention, }y 
it will not be the kind of attention a nice 
girl should want. 

Not only should your clothes be mod. 
erate in style and cut, but they should als 
be correctly worn, well kept. A run-oye 
heel, a crooked seam. a hanging hem li 
or a lapped-over waist band fastened with 
a pin can steal the spotlight away fron 


the best-formed body. 


EASIER hecagll 


NATURAL-LIKE 

Imagine,—a remarkable TINTZ \ 

Shampoo in bar shape which 4 
colors hair as it washes out oil, 
dirt and loose dandruff. Dull, 
Streaked or graying hair loses its 
drabness and gains new youthfulness, 
glamour and allure. Nothing like it on 
the market. It's old-fashioned to look mature. Today— 
get a bar of TINTZ. Glamourize—revitalize. TINTZ 
“Bar’’ Shampoo tints hair gradually—each application 
adds color, tone and sparkle. NO DYED LOOK. Ful 
size cake only 60¢ tax included—2 for $1.20. Comes ia 
Black and Dark Brown. Order now on the guarantee of 
satisfaction or money back. State shade wanted. 


TINTZ CO., Dept. 732-D D, 230 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago 1, ML 


YOU, TOO, CAN MAKE 


EXTRA MONEY 


IN YOUR SPARE TIME 


Thousands of successful Lucky Heart repre- 
sentatives can prove it to you! Read what one of 
them has to say: “I sure have enjoyed being the 
Lucky Heart Agent. I have bought myself a 7- 
room house with the money I made, besides oll the 


other good things I now 
have. I just can’t praise 
Lucky Heart too much.” 
Emma G. Henry 


PEOPLE OF ALL AGES 


School girls, house- 
wives and elderly folks 
make good money tak- 
ing orders for Lucky 
Heart fast-selling cos- 
metics and household 
needs in their spare 
time. You, too, will find 
it an easy, pleasant way to 
have extra money for things 
you want. 


NO EXPERIENCE NEEDED 


We send everything you need, show you 
how. Write today for new catalog, display 


case offer and free samples to: 
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ENDS GRAY HAIR 


Black and Dark Brown. 


Dept. 





Gracefulness, poise and carriage are as 
important as bodily contours. You have 
seen the cookie who just falls apart every 
You have seen beau- 
ties with their feet twisted grotesquely 
ground the rungs of chairs. You, 
have probably been guilty of sprawling 
when you sit. Worst of all, however, is the 
gal who swings her hips like a burlesque 
queen when she walks down the street. 
Let us leave the bumps and grinds to the 
honky tonks. They are not for you. 

If you have your heart set on posing in 
pretty € ‘lothing and have the body beautiful 
to make clothes look pretty, why not take 
a fling at modeling? The field is small for 
Negro girls at present, but it is growing. 
Club fashion shows and those money-mak- 
ing affairs put on by organizations, are 
There, again, to be 


time she sits down. 


yourself, 


good training grounds. 


well-dressed and prettily dressed is to be 
dressed in good taste. 

So, my little chickadees, if you aren't 
built with the proper curves, develop, 


create or buy them. When the body is im- 
proved to the point of male admiration, be 
kind to it. Keep it neat and clean. Dress 


it with care, display it with taste and good 
judgment. Then, you too, will be beautiful. 
























ve Ist & 2nd Prizes 

DRAWING | COMPLETE | 8° other 
WOGED and] $130.00 ART |VALUABLE (7 ~~ 
ANSWERED COURSES PRIZES 
Take this test. Try for thrilling prize. Discover if you 
have profitable Art talent. You may gain a lifetime of 
happiness and high earnings if you mail your drawing 
today Amateurs only. Our present students ni | 
digible. Copy this girl 4” to 6” high in pen or pence 1 | 
Mail to us. None returned. Winners notified. New 
$5,000 contest each month. Your drawing wil en 
tered in Contest for mont h in which we ive it 
Send your drawing now th your name, address, age, 
and occupation Enter ome 
Waller Art Exchange Studio 177, 1000 N. Charles St. 

Dept. 195 Baitimore 1, Maryland 











SUBSCRIBE 


TO 





GENUINE. GROUND AND POLISHED 


RIMLESS SPORT GLASSES 


re $439 
Genuine 
ground 

green or clear white 
lenses in rich gold 
lated frames. FREE 
SE. Send no money. 
y Postman on delivery 
Postage on MONEY BACK GUARANT EE. Write now! 
RAND CO., 2349 Mitwaukee Ave., Dept. 1322. Chicago 47, lil. 





WORRIES IN 5 SECONDS 





Y ROOTS Quick, easy Tintz Touch-up 
} q $ Pencil colors gray, faded 
hair at roots, parting, tem 

ples. Like lipstick. In metal 

PLUS swivel case. Won't rub off, 

TAX but washes out. SEND NO 








MONEY. Deposit with post 
man on delivery only $1 plus 
and €C.0.D. postage on 
guarantee of satisfaction or 
Money Back. State shade: 
Mail order now to: 


“ 





"i TINTZ CO., 
723-6, 230 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago 1, II. 
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Choose from 18 flattering colors. 


Godefroys \arievse 


e ST. LOUIS 3, MO. 


GODEFROY MFG. CO. e 3510 OLIVE ST. 


mart! New! IMITATION 


DIAMOND RINGS 
$1.95 ss: $2.95 


Beautiful Solitaire and Wedding 
ay ring set with lovely imitation dia- 
monds in 1/30 14Kt yellow Gold Plate 
orSterling Silver. Send No Money. 
Pay Postman on delivery plus Tax, 
postage. Money-Back Guarantee. 
CLARK RING CO., Dept. 1756 
2349 MILWAUKEE AV., CHICAGO 47, 


YOU WAN 


LONGER LOOKING 


yy 
SMe ld, 
. —~ 



























STOP HAIR 
BREAKING OFF 


Thousands get grand results 
with Shim. relieves dry. brittle 
falling Hair, dandruff, itchy scalp 
from external causes. Contains 

sulphur, lanolin. olive oil. 
Guaranteed to please 

or money back 
only 65c 

at druggists everywhere 











YAIR. 6 SCAL P FORMULA 


ABMOR ASSOCIATES 
513 Flushing Ave. Brooklyn 5, N. Y. 








that spells irresistible attraction 
and appeal. Ask at your cosmetic 
counter for Godefroy’s Larieuse 
Hair Coloring in the red box. 


with glamorous new haircolor 


aN Give your hair the vibrant vitality 


Yule 


® Larieuse 


Ciliuchg 


on THE WANE 




















Baking is one of 
America’s high industries in wages. 
Not seasonable, but year ‘round good 
field for trained and experienced men. 
Thorough basic spare time home study 
course lays solid foundation. If you have 
the aptitude for this type of work, send for 
FREE Booklet, “Opportunities in Com- 
mercial B: vking. be 
NATIONAL BAKING SCHOOL 
835 Diversey Pkwy., Dept. 3233, Chicago 14, ll. 


Be Popular! Have Fun! Make Friends! 


PLAY 
PIANO 


with BOTH Hands 
First Day or Don’t Pay 


THIS AMAZING NEW 
PATENTED SELF 
TEACHING DEVICE 

is your *‘shorte« 

the new populz ity that 

be yours when you 

« an sit down at the piano 
anytime, anywhere and 

play the ‘crowd’ s favorite 

Dean Ross 

> CHORD 






SELECTOR guides your 
Kiagers to the right 

tes STA TL a ‘ 
Eliminates hours of bor- Patent No. 2,473,222 
in exercises. i ninutes, ll t 





1 30 ou 
fascinating melody with BOTH HANDS. 











method You'll soon be reading any sheet music at sight 
ind playing with ease and assurance. Here’s What You Get: 
The complete Dean Ross Piano Course, including + illus 
trated lessons, 50 songs with words and music, special Dea 
Ross play -at-once arr: - apmapaes and the Patented AU TOM A- 
TIC CHORD SELECTO wr only $1.98. aoe tasne 
ELSE TO PAY. Mail the" 10-da y y_ FREE RIA AL coupon n , 

amp — —_— — 

ean Ross Piano Studios, ‘the, 3 Dept. “Beos 


as West 45th St., New York 3 _¥Y. 
Send Piano Course of 30 lessons, 50 songs, and Patented 
Automatic Chord Selector. On delivery will pay postmar 
just $1.98 plus postage. If not delighted, may rett 

Course in 10 days for purchase price refund, The Automatic 
Chord Selector is mine to keep. 
O SAVE 5S5¢! Send $1.98 now, 

guarantee. 


Name 


we pay postage. Same 


No APO, FPO, or Foreign COD’s 





Back Interest Your Handwriting 

7 os talented (Continued from Page 10) 

d | Nn Harford Frocks 
Specialty 


Princess / 


Full Crush- 
Resistant 
Grey 
Frostpoint 


198 


Look your very loveliest in this flattering, head-turning Princess silhouette 

with its sleek, smoothly-tailored midriff lines. It’s Grey-cious, it's crush- 

resistant, it’s black tailor-stitched and black buttoned down the weskit- 

shaped back and on the winged lapels and the generously cuffed dolman 

sleeves. Skirt swings full in front from deep folds, and walks full in back 

from sharply-pressed breakaway pleats. Wear it with gloves and under a 

coat. Only $9.98. Sizes 10, 12, 14, 16, 18, 20, 22. Order on coupon below. 
» Fee eweweeweee ewe eB ee ee ee ee eS eee ee ee 
lag Ie tua Harford Frocks, Inc., Dept. J-3517, Cincinnati 25, Ohio 
MONEY REFUNDED Please ship me Harford Frocks Pin-Check Princess Model 


No. 8068 at $9. 98 each, as listed below: 

MAKE EXTRA MONEY Quantity 
1 spare time showing complete 
Harford Frocks Style Line to friends 

and neighbors—over 100 fabulous 

ew styles, including Children’s 

Dresses. Check coupon for details. 


HARFORD FROCKS, INC. 


Dept. J-3517 Cincinnati 25, Ohio 


ANY PHOTO —— nee oe 


the days before the crisis came. She ge 
veloped an introspective attitude toward. 
life and living, began to live too much 
herself, all of which was against her basis 
nature—which is shown in her hand 
ing. 

After being shown what she is and wha 
ne was meant to be, she began fighting ty 
break out of her shell and live once more, 

So watch your handwriting « carefully, 
Look for your negative traits, for they ap 
the ones that rob you of much happineg 
and defeat your efforts to progress. Ug 
your time to stabilize and achieve. Map 
to some extent, does hold infinity in the 
palm of his hand. 

An analysis of your handwriting is noy 
available. Write me and I will senda 
folder outlining the types of analysis ang 
fees. This scientific service is for the pep 
son who realizes the advantage in receip 
ing personal attention from an experienced 
counselor. Write: Helen Sides, TAN, 18% 
S. Michigan, Chicago 16, tL 


ING suv 


\\l// Genuine 
To introduce our Latest Elegant 


ey 
> STERLI 
High Society style Sunburst 


ae oer, oe ~ 
Flash Ring send this ad and 35c 


S| a 
lwZ ns ~ 
in coin or stamps. earas En- 


ring. Brilliant White Sparkler 
set in Genuine Sterling Silver. 
= pei for size and send 35c 
your order now while our supply lasts. 
LO-WIDE DIAMOND CO.se5r. m S12 Chicago em 
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ANN PINKHAM 
BOOKLET 
explains the intimate 
mysteries of female 
syStem...reports doctors 
findings about how you may 


STOP MONTHLY CRAMPS 


.--even on the First Day! 


Regularly priced at 25¢... but easily worth $1, 
Under limited “first edition” offer, new 24-pg. 
(over 5000 word) booklet—fully illustrated im 
color — yours absolutely free! Tells why you 
menstruate, explains. physiology of process. 
Why do you call it “the curse”? How about 
regularity—cramps—“change of life’? Scores 
of other questions answered authoritatively. 


Size Amount 


C) Ship C.O.D. plus postage 


Ot enclose full payment 
and C.O.D. charges 


We pay postage 
a eee 
Ce 
ee — a 


CU please send money- making details 
iad eenaeraan ee eee ee ae ee Se Se eS eee Se Se 





i ee ee ee ee 


are you always afrai 


because today was 


H so full 
Size 8 x 10 Inches : aha sre Ghia pon 
»n DOUBLE-WEIGHT Paper : eee LADY promised to give HELP 
er e for full length or bust y 5 y Bee eas aoe “4 YOU | 
“4 » ‘andsce . > H y . ¥ Pi os : 
‘ enlargements : | ; the same Miraculous 
é Mi egy = f any f than a million people a 
your enlargement. - a >> % 
s Z : and $2 anc wil 
) 1 


Send NoMoney 3 for $]50 
“te negative or snap- 
) ) and receive your enlargemen 
ss,on beautiful double- “weight 
yortrait ‘quailty’ pap per ay postmen 67c ar 
with order and we pay p 
antag et S$ amazin os offer. end your photos today. 


Profes esional art Studios, 534S. Main, Dept. 53-C, Princeton, Iilinols 


TO BE A PRACTICAL NURSE 
m® You can learn practical nursing at home 
©. in spare time. Course endorsed by phy- 

sicians. Thousands of graduates. ( 

HIGH SCHOOL NOT REQUIRED 

54th year. One graduate has charge of 

10-bed hospital. Another saved $400 
while learning. Equipment included. 
n, ‘18 to 60. Easy tuition payments. Trial plan. 
; CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 
Dept. 773, 41 East Pearson Street, Chicago (1, III. 
I nd free booklet and 16 sample lesson pages. 





DNS EE ORT 








Even If Now Employed 


Here's ¢ 


FULL [FULL LEATHER | LINED 
HEEL 
ono TOE 


real money-making op 


PREE i brecers 
PARAGON SHOE co. 
738 Columbus Ave., 
Boston 20, Mass. 


New! Easy-to-take Tablets! 


Learn, too, how taking Lydia Pinkham’s Com 
pound or Tablets gave complete or striking fe 
lief of functional cramps and other “monthl 
distresses in 3 out of 4 cases in doctors’ tests= 
even on first, worst day of period! That's 
because of Pinkham’s soothing effect on 
source of the pain. Modern in action, you 
welcome new Lydia Pinkham Tablets with 
added iron ...so convenient, easy t to take! 


To get a FREE copy of A Weante “Guide to 
Health, fill out and mail to ANN PINKHAM, 
63 Cleveland St., Lynn, Mass. Mailed in plain 
envelope (not sent to children). 


Name 
Address 
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April 6, 1953 
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